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French Tragedy 
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T o my Dear Siſter 
Mrs. Stanhope Hutchinſon, 


DEAR SISTER, 


AD | not whenl firſt undertook thie 
H Poem promis'd my ſelf a better ſuc- 
ceſs from the « Attempt, then I find 

pon a review of it now it 1s done it had 
never been defend for you, who deſerve 
much better than the beft endeavour of a 
more happy T ranſlator than-I-pretend to be : 
But if I had before tog, good an opinion of 
my ſelf, I do yet retain [teh a reſpett for 
you, as would defend your name from ſo mean 
a Dedication as this; did I not find my ſelf 


g 


obligd by a vain and imprudent promiſe to 
preſent you What Imight have foreſeen would 
at the beſt prove very unfit to kiſs your hands, 
who ever entertain your ſelf with the beſt 
things, andin that diſcover the beſt judement 
tochooſe them, However ſeeing | have made 
5044 promiſe of this Play , that I want the 

—_ At Art: 


I © $9 erarewes hs 
" . 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


'! Art or the Patience to mend it, and that 
'. you are only to ſuffer a private myury, ſmce 
= it is never to be made publick: let me beg of 
you to accept it, with the ſame ſweetneſs you 
'' = uſually entertain the applications of other 
' |, your Friends and Servants , who admire and 
[7 love you: by which acceptance (beſides the 
hononr and obligation you will multiply upon 
me) you will doa great juſtice to your ſelf, m © | 
being favourable to aman, that (if he conld 
Write equal to the beſt) would lay his laboars 
at your feet with the ſame humility, and affe- 
61m, that he now ſubſcribes himſelf, 
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Beresford, Dear Siſter, 
Nov. 7. 1665, = 
Your molt obedient, and 


moſt humble Servant, 


CnARLEs CortTtON, 


wow 
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TO THE 
READER. 


T is evident enough without further Apology, 
both by the Epiſtle before this Tragedy , and by 
the Date that Dedication bears , that neither ar 

that time, nor of leyeral years after, it was ever intend- 

ed for the publick View, andif it wasa piece of diſ- 
cretion to conceal it then, it had beena much greater 
to have ſuppreſt it now, that the ſame Play is already 
extant from a far better hand ; I mean that of the in- 
comparable Mrs. Philipps, to whoſe vertuous memory 

[ ſhall ever pay fo great a reſpe&, that | ſhould take him 

for a friendly Interpreter, who would conceive [ had 

publiſh'd this to no other end, than to do her honour 
that is, to makethe excellency of her Poem more mani- 
feſt by the imperſeCions of this of mine: But in truth 

I am ſo far from doing it out of any kind of deſign, 

that I am no more concern'd in this Impreſſion , than 

my conſent comes to, and that rather out of compla- 
cency to ſome, who have great authority with me, than 

out of any ſatisfaction in my own judgment ,. that I 

ought in prudence to. do it. 

It was long fince writ for the private divertiſement of 
a fair young Lady, and eyer ince it had the honour firſt 
to 


To the Reader. 
to kiſs herhands, ſo entirely hers, that I'did not reſerve 
ſo much as the Brozillon to my felt; fo thar her leave, 


as principally neceſſary, was firſt to be obtain'd : nei- 


ther was it without ſome difficulty , that ſhe was pre- 
vail'd upon to give her conſent , ſhe being at the firſt 
propoſal (either out of modeſty (of which vertue no 


| one has amore commendable ſhare) or out of tender- 


neſs to her own reputation or to mine) not very wil- 
ling to. have it printed : But art laſt (I know not how) 
ſhe being overcome, and I (who had before parted with 
my Title) having now nothing to do to oppoſeir,it was 
condemn'd to the Prels. 

Upon thele terms then.you have it openly expas'd 
for every one to read, or ler alone, like, or diſſike at his 
own pleaſure, or fancy : neither ſhall I ſay more of ic 
than this; thar | have {een ſome undertakings as ill per- 
forta'd, and that if this were to do again , I ſhould 
think to do it much better; only Ithink jt fic to acquaint 
my Reader, that the Songs and Chorus to the Acts are 
all wholly my own 3 which whether the beſt, or worſt 
part of the Book, he has free liberty to judge. 
 Howeverthe world will pleaſe to receive it, I ſhall be 
as indifferent as any man in ſuch a caſe can be; neither 
ſhall | be angry with any. one for telling me my faults, 
provided hedo it after ſuch a manner , as ſhall diſcover 


be has adefire] ſhould mend thefh : bis reproof will 


otherwile degenerate into reproach, and that is never, 

even by the beſt natur'd people,to be very kindly taken. 
To concludg , and to ay ſomething for the encou- 
ragement of the Readers luck as ſometimes uſe tothrow 
| away 


To the Reade V, 
away an hour upon a Play (however this ſhall ſucceed in 
their opinion) they can complain of no extraordinary 
loſs of time; and as tothe reft, the price of the Book 
willbe fo maderate, as can ariſe to no great matter of 
repentance. 7 


Beresford, 
October 8. 1670. 
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The ACTORS N ames.. 


Tulliu's Kg of Rome. Sabina a»'Alban Lady , wife to 
| Horace the Soz.. 

| Horace the Father , an old Ro- Camilla « Rowan Lady, Sifter to | 
| | man Knight. , Horace, andin hovewith Cu- - 
YIACe.. R 
F Horace the Son, Hasband to Sa- Julia a Roman Lady, Confident to | 
| bina.. | Sabina, azd Camilla. | 
| Curiace, 4 Gentleman of Alba, Flavian. an Albas Souldier, | 
Servant ts Camilla. | [ 
k Valerius, 4 Roman Knight, Pre» Proculus 4 Roman Soulater. } 
render ts Camilla, | 
= Guards and Attendants. | 


The Scene Reme , in a Parlour of Heratio's Houſe. 
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A&tus Primus, Scena Prima. 


Ss POP I 


— c 


Sabins, Falia. 


Sabina. ATT my frailty, and permit my care, 


n ſuch miſhaps as theſe, too juſt they ares 
W hea threatning dangers do impend ſo near, 


The trueſt Courage is allow'd to fear. 


Nor can a ſpirit maſculine, and brave, 

As nobleſt Hero's would pretend to have, 

In ſuch a torrent of calamities, 

PraQtiſe its vertue without ſome ſurprize. 
Though mine by theſe Alarms be ſhook, thoſe fears 
Oppreſs my heart, prevail'not with my tears: 
But whilſt my ſorrows importune the skies, 
My reſolution governs in mine eyes. 
When there we ſtop the ſouls afflitions, then 
We more than women do, if leſs than men ; 
To check our tears at ſuch a time is proof 


| In our weak Sex of Fortitude enough. 


Tulia. 


It is, and more than common ſouls can do, 

Who from vaia trifles, propheſie their woe ; 
But a great heart diſdains a fear ſo baſe, 

And dares to hope in the moſt deſp'rate caſe. 
Before our walls both Camps embattel'd are: 
'But Rozne yet knows not the miſchance of War : 


Far then from doubt, we ſhould applaud her. might, 
| ——— Rome 


HORACE. 
Rome ſteps to greatneſs when ſhe goes to fight, 


Then from your boſom baniſh fears To vain, 
Tonouriſh thoughts worthy a Roman's name, 


$4bina.. Since my Lord's Roman, Iam fo, alas! _ 
_ + © Ziven has mademe Rome's concerns embrace : ; | 


But.'twere'to captivate my ſoul, ſhould he 

Make me renounce my Countrey's memory, 

Alba, where firſt my infant breath I drew, 

Alba my Country, and my firſt Love too, 

When War'cwixt us, and three proclaim'd I hear 
AlikeI vicory, and ruine fear ; = 6 

And Rome if this thou Treaſon call, create 

Thy ſelf ſuch foes, as | may juſtly hate. 

When from thy proſpect two great Camps appear, 
T hree Brothers there engag'd, a Husband here ; 


Cat Idivide tny wiſhes then, 'and be © © 
Thy vorcets, Kowe, Yithout impiery e, © 0 
I know that in this non-age-of thy State, | 
Thou muft by conqu'ring Atmns, Tecure its height, 
I know *twill riſe, hd that the Deſinges Ag 


A noblet ſcope for thy command, than this , 
Of Latium points thee That by fates decree 
Thewotld's vaſt Empire is-entail'd on.thee, 

And that thon canſt not, but by War advance 

Thy Title to this great Inheritance. 

Far from oppoſing then tha t. generous fire, . 

T hat, Fate obeying, ſtrives ro make thee higher, 

I now could with, thy daring Troops. to ſee. 
Crown'd with a Pyrrhenean victory. 

Send ont to furtheſt'Eaſt thoſe Bands of thine, 
And with Payillions Tpread the Banks of zhine ; 


' 
1 
! 


Goon till with invading ſteps thou make . 
TH". Hercilean Pillar $ at thy Marches ſhake : 
But Alba ſpare for Romulus his laKe, 

Ingrate'! remember to her Kings that thou, 
Thy Natne, thy Walts, and thy firſt Laws doſt owe : 

Alba's thy Patent, let that ftay thy hand, 
Exe in thy Mothers Womb, thou ſheath rhy bra nd. 
| | | e- 


HOR ACE. 
Elſewhere thy ſtill vitorious Arms tranflate, 
Shee'l ſmile to ſee her Off-ſpring fortunate, 
And raviſh'd with a fond maternal care, 
Shee'l pray for thee, if thou bee'ſt juſt to her; 
Fulia, This ſtrange diſcourſe ſurprizes me, and thar 
The more to ſee you now lo paſſionate, 
W ho when this War broke out, and ever fince 
Have born your ſelf with that indiffterence, 
As you had been Rome's daughter, andally'd 
Unto no intereſt in the world befide. 
I then admir'd your vertue that could bow 
Your deareſt intereſts to your Husbands ſa, 
And form'd my comforts to you in your moan, 
As if your tears had been for Rome alone, 
Sabina, Whilſt in light skirmiſhes they fought it ſo 
' As threat'ned no fide with an overthrow, 
And whilſt mygriefs were ſooth'd with hopes of peace, 
I wholly Roman did my ſelf profeſs. 
If Romes ſucceſs I look'd on with diſguſt, 
I blam'd that private envy as unjuſt, 
And if when Fortune took my Frothers part, 
I felt a guilty joy ſteal o're my heart; 
With reaſon fir ht that joy I overcame, 
And wept when Glory triumph'd in their name: 
But now that one War's utmoſt-chance muſt bear, 
T hat Alba ſtoop to Rome, or Rome 10 her : 
And thar, the Battel paſt, there reſts no more 
Hope for the Conquer'd ; bounds toth' Conqueror : 
I barbarouſly ſhould my Country hare, 
Could I all Roman be in this eſtate; 
Or beg a triumph of the gods for Rowe, _ 
W hich through a torrent of my blood muſt come. 
I wean my ſelf from one man's intereſt, and 
"Twixt Rome and Albanow do neuterſtand ; 
I fear for both the iſſue of this War, 
And will for them Fortune declines, declare: 
Equal till then, and then inthe diſgrace 
 Tle only ſhare, and let the glory pals ; 
| | B 2 
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! Sabina, Alas ! Ifear that alteration ! 


HORACE, 


And whilſt the day's deciding will prepare; 
For th' Vanquiſht tears, -hatefor the Vanquiſher., 


Fulia.. What contraries dd humane breſts invade ! 


By ſeveral paſhons, ſeveral minds are ſway'd ; 
And in this great affair Camills's breſt '_ 

After another manner is poſſeſt, 

Her Brother is your Husband, yours to her 

A ſervant is, in a concern as dear : 

Yet with an eye from yours far different, ſhe 


_ Her blood engag'd againſt her love can ſee, 


Whilſt you maintain'd a courage, that throughout 
Was brave and Roman, hers irreſolute, 
And fearful, dreaded petty skirmiſhes, 
Trembling to think of either ſides ſucceſs, 
Unto the Conquer'd till ſhe gave her tears, 
Fomenting ſo her endleſs griefs, and fears: 
But when ſhe now a day appointed knew, 
And that a final Battel muſt enſue, 

A ſudden joy upon her forehead ſhone. 
With an unuſual freedom yeſterday - 

To young Yalerins courtſhip ſhe gave way, 
And my poor Brother's intereſt laid apart, 
This Rival doubtleſs triumphs in her heart. 
Long abſence joyn'd with preſent objets.do 
Debauch her heart from him ſhe gave it.to. 
Excuſe this paſſion in a Siſters care,, 
My love to him thus makes me doubt in her: 


T raiſe my jealoufie from grounds too light, 


Unapt for changes are the days of fight. 

In ſuch a time as this few ſouls are fit, 

New wounds, or new affeQions to admit, 

And in the noiſe of War our paſſions move 
With other thoughts, other concerns-than love : 
But then we put.not on ſuch gayeties, 
Such entertainments and delights as theſe. 


Julia, T'o me the cauſe is-equally as ſtrange, 


| | | DO 
Nor can I gueſs at her ſo ſudden change, 


ir 


©; 
; ew AE et xt 


HORACE. 


It is.enough.in dangers of this kind 
To ſee, expe&, and moderate the mind : 
But to arrive at joy is ſure too much, | 
Sabina. See a good Genius brings her to the touch. 

Try her in this affair, and home, IFknow 
Shee'l nothing hide from you, ſhe loves you ſo. 
Ile leave you ! Siſter, pray thee entertain 
Falia'a while, my ſorrow is my ſhame. 
And my poor heart oppreſt with griefs, and fears 
Seeks ſolitude to hide my ſighs, and tears, 


Scena Secunda. 
Camilla, Fulia, 


Camilla. Am I fo fit fortalk 2 does ſhe believe 
I have notequally a cauſe to grieve 2 
Or that leſs feeling in calamity, 
L in diſcourſe ſhed fewer tears then ſhes 
My fears are great as hers, I muſt, Heav'n knows - 
As well as ſhe in either party loſe: . 
My Country by my love muſt be o'rerhrown; - 
Or he muſt die defending of his own;- 
And in this ſad neceflity of fate 
Challenge my ſorrow, or incur my hate. 
Fulia. Yet ſhe the ſtrifter fortune muſt obey, - 
_ Husbands we cannot change, Servants we may. - 
Wave Cyriace, and accept Yalerins love ; 
That way you will half of your fears remove, . 
And your revolted heart call d back to Rome, 
Shall fear no loſs abroad, but love at home. 
Camilla, Deliberate better counſels for your friend, 
Lament my fate, but teach me not r' offend ; 
For though my frailty ill theſe miſchiefs bear, 
*Tis better ſuffer, than deſerve them far. 
Talia. Have prudent changes, crimes reputed been ? - 
Camilla, Is breach of Faith a pardonable fin © - x 
; B:3- "I 


HORACE 


Jab Tupblick Foe Whicoa getting: —£ | 
Camille. W ho catt abſolve us from a private Oarch ? © 


Come you would hide a thing that js too plain, 
I ſaw you late Yalerius entertain * 

With that obliging faſhion as might move 

His forward hopes to glory in his love. 


Camilla, If I receiv'd him with a chearful frace, 


T here nothing in't to his advantage was, 
Another th' object was of that delight, 
And learn the truth to ſet your jadgment right: 
That I to Cariace may no longer be 
Suſpected of ſobaſe a levity; 
His Siſter had not with her beauties charms, 
Fully fix months enrich'd my Brothers arms, 
Before he won my Father toproclaim, 
My perſon ſhould, reward his vertuous flame, . : 
This happy day produc'd unhappy things, 
In joyning us, it did divide our Kings. 
Hymen, and War were the produdts of one | 
Unhappy moments reſolution. . > 
"One inſtant rais'd our flatr'ring hopes on high, 54 | 
And the ſame inſtant bear them from the sky. 
As ſoon as promis'd it deſtroy'd our joys, 
And ſoon as Lovers, made us Enemies. 
In that eſtate how boundleſs, and extream 
'Our ſorrows were, how he did heav'n blaſpheme,. 
And what fad ſhow'rs ſtream'd from my weeping eye, 
I need not tell you, you your ſelf were by. | 
You ſince have ſtill my ſouls aflitions ſeen, 
You know what ſtill my prayers for peace have been, 
And withwhat tears on every accident, 
I did, or Rowe, or my dear Love lament, 
Tir'd with delays, at laſt extream deſpair 
Has forc'd me to the Oracle repair :; 
And judge by what came yeſterday from thence, 
If to my joy 1 had not juſt Hi Bn 
That Greek long famous for his Oracles, 
At Aventinu foot who Fates foretells. 
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He whom'A4polh ne're infpir d with lies; : 7 


The end of all my woes thus prophelies, 


« Albs «nd Rome to morrow ſhall ſurceaſe 


«© Thery jars, thy vows are heard, they ſhall have peace, 


*< nil thowbe joy d to CUHACE in a tre © 


© © Never bo be diffolv dby Deſtiny, 


This Oracle did ny. affurance breed, 
And as the anſwer did my hopes exceed, 


' Tgave my ſoul up to delights, that far 


Exceed the happaeſt Lovers joys that are. 
How I was loſt in rapture 'you may guels, 


And by th' effe&s, meaſure my joys excels. 


I ſaw Yaleriws and his company 
Was not diſtaſteful as it us'd to bez 
He courted 'me without offence, :21as ! 


TI ne're confider'd whoſe the courtſhip was.. 


I conld nor coldneſs ſhow. nor diſefteem, 
For himIfaw;, to me-:did Curiaceleem :- 

All that was Gaid'tb'me:ſeem'd to proclaim 
The truth, and vigour of his loyal flame, 
And all Iſaid was purpos'd'to afluve 
Cnrizce my faith was permanent, and pure, 
The fatal Battel muſt today.be fought, 

I heard it yeſterday, but mark'd it not. 


Charm'd with the thoughts of happineſs, ;and peace, 


My ſon! reje&ted ſuch fad thoughts as theſe : 
But night has haniſWd hence thoſe falſe delights. 
A thouſand fearful dreams of horvid'fights, 

A thouſand piles of flaughter did appear, 
That have ſubdu*d my joy, reſtor'd my fear. 


I ſaw a Rtream-of 'blood reek from the ſlain, 
A phantaſm rifing, diſappear'd again ; 


Each other did confound, andeach illafion: 

Donbled-my terrorby their ſtrange confuſion. 
Julia. Dreams cotitrary expound themſelves you know. 
Camilla, 1 ſhould believe fo, ſince 1wiſh ito : | 


But: 


But maygre all my vows, Ifind we are, *- 
 T' expe& no peace, but a deſtruQtive War, 

Tulia, This Battel will conclude it in a peace, 

Camille. Long live the ill that needs ſuch remedies. 

Be it that Rome muſt fall, or 4/b« loſe, 

Never, dear Love, expect me for thy Spouſe : 

Never, oh ! never ! can that claim become 


A man that Conqueror is, or Slave of Rome © 


But what new obje& does my ſight ſurprize ! 


Is it my (uriace, may Icuſt my eyes? 
Scena Tertia. 


Curiace. (amills. Falia. 


. Cariace, Suſpe them not Camilla, he is come, 
That nor the Conquerour is, nor Slave of Roxe ; 


That ere my hands in Roman blood be ſtain'd, 
Or bruis'd in Slavery, ceaſe to apprehend ; 

I ever did believe thy generous love 

To Rome, and glory would ſo conſtant prove, 
As that thou would'ſt in piety deſpiſs _ 
My ſhameful chains, and hate my vidories, 
And as in this extremity I did 
Alike captivity, and conqueſtdread 


Camilla. Enough my Curiace, I the reſt divine, 


I know that thou a Battel doſt decline ; 
Which to thy intereſt muſt ſo fatal be, 
And that thy heart wholly reſign'd to me, 
Fearing to involve me in my Countrys harm, 
From Alba raviſhes thy conqu'ring arm. 
Let others here cenſure thy noble name, 
Andif they will, thy loyal paſſion blame; 
'Tis that Camilla highly muſt approve, 


The more thou lov'ſt, the more ſhe ought to love. 


Andif the place that gave thee Being claim 
A duty 'gainſt the intereſt of thy flame, 


OF © 0 PR caruaticteratth br n 


HORACE. 


The mote: thou quitſt on my account ſtill proves, 


All other intereſts bow unto thy loves: 

But haſt thou ſeen my Father, does he bleſs 
With fair, and free allowance, this acceſs * 
Does he not for the publick cauſe declare, 
And to his Daughters, Romes concerns prefer * 
May we in fine preſume our ſelves ſecure 2 

Is our long wiſht for happineſs made ſure ? 
Did hereceive thee at a Father's rate, 


Or as 4 foe unto the Romax State * f 


Cariace. It was ſo like a Father to his Son, 
| As ſpoke his joy ſincere, and not put on : 
But when I under his prote&ion came, 


'Twas by no Treachery, that might blot my name : 


My Countrys int'reſt I by no means quit, 
Adoring you, Ilove my Honaur yet : 
Throughout this fatal War I ſtill have been, 
As a true Lover, a good Citizen. 

'Twixt Love, and tba, I compos'd the War, 
I ſigh't for you, whilſt I did fight for her : 
And if again'new miſchiefs muſt enſue, 

T'le fight for her, whilſt I do ſigh for you. 


For maugre Love, and all thy beauties charms. 


Should War continue I muſt be in Arms: 


But 'tis through Peace that I thus priviledg'd am, 


'Tis Peace has thus oblig'd our mutual flame. 
Camilla. Peace, *'tis a miracle exceeds belief ! 

Does Heav'n at laſt commiſerate my grief 2 
Fulia, Suſpend a while your ſorrow, and forbear 

To doubt the Oracle that cannot erre : 

And let us hear by what admir'd ſucceſs 

The hour of Battel has produc'd thjs Peace. 
Curiace. 

Prepar'd for Battel with an equal heat; 

T heir eyes already threatned Death, and they 

Impatient only for the fignal ſtay : 

When our DiRator ſingle did advance, 

And as a fign of filence wav'd his Lance ; 

| S 


Who could have hop'd it, Gods : Both Armies met 


Which 
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HORACE. 
W hich ſoon obtain'd : © Romans,quoth he,what rage; 
<W hat fury makes us thus to Warengage * ; 
<« At laſtlet Reaſon calm theſe rude alarms, 


« Our vertuous Daughters warm the Romars Arms 
«© Hymen has ſo conjeyn'd us, there are few | 


© Amongſt our Sons, but are your Nephews too. 
g P | 


« We but one people in two Cities are, 
<« One race, one blood, why then this Civil War e 
« W here conquer'd lives weaken the Conquerers, 
« And the beſt triumph is bedew'd with tears, 
«© The common enemy does expecting ſtay, 
<« Till one fides ruine, render both his prey, 
« Tyr'd broken Conqueror, who nought enjoys : 
<« But having ſlain his friends, himſelf deſtroys, 
« They of our broils too long have profit made, 
«© With powers conjoyn'd 'tis time we them invade, 
« And dam thoſejars, where black oblivion lies, 
« That of good Sonldiers make fo ill Allies. 
«Or if ambitionof vain Rule alarm, 
<« Theſe noble Troops 6f yours, and onrs to arm ; 
« Yerif a little blood may purchaſe peace; 
< That blood ſhall piece its, and the War ſhall ceaſe. 
< Let each fide chooſe ſome Champions out, and tye 
« Their Fortunes to thoſe Champions Deſtiny, 
« And as in them Fate ſhall diſpoſe the day, 
<« The Vanquiſht ſhall the Vanquiſher obey : 
<« But fo as Souldiers hononrs may befit, 
< To-bow as Subjects, not as Slaves ſabmit,. 


_ « Without diſgrace, tribute, or other terms, 


« Save always toaffiſt the Conquerours Arms. 
« Soof two States, we ſhall one Empire make, 
This ſagd, each breaſt joys palpitations ſhake, 
Now whilſt they face, each gan a Brother ſpy, 
Kinſman, or Friend rank'd with the Enemy : 
They wonder now 'twas not before foreſeen, 
How foul their parricides muſt needs have been, 
And ſhew at once in one diſtracted brow, 
How much the fair propoſal they allow 


HORALE. 

And how with horror now they diſapprove 

All thoughts of Battdl, after thoughts of Love. 
Th' offer's at laſt receiv'd, and the wiſht Peace 

| As ſoon was ſworn to, the Conditions theſe, 

Three for the whole the Combat myſt aſſay, 

Choſen from either fide, and that they may 

With better condo to the choice proceed, 

The Generals are on a ſhort truce agreed, 

Yours in the Senate is, ours in his Tent, 


Camilla, Bleſt Gods ! ye have a timel ſuccour ſent, 
Cariace, By joynt decree within two ſttort-liy'd hours 


Our Champions Fortune muſt determine ours. 
Mean while in freedom we expe the doom, 
Rome in our Camp is, and our Camp in Rexre. 
Free entercourſe on both ſides granted is, 
Both fides ſeek friends zmoogs their enemies. 
{ hither have follow'd your Brothers in, 

And Fortune to my vows ſo juſt has bin, 

That he who gave my fair Camilla life 

Says ſhe to morrow ſhall be made my Wife. 
And you, I hope, will not recede from this. 


Camilla, Obedience ſtill a Daughters duty is. 
Curiace, Come then my Sweet, and from this mouth receive 


T hat fair conſent he is ſo free to give, 
That dear command, which once pronounc'd will bleſs 
My love with title to my happinels.. 


Camilla, I goalong with you to welcome home 


My noble Brother's ſafe return to Rowe , 

And once again to hear the happy news, 

Confirm'd by them, of this auſpicious truce. 
Go, and the while I'le on the. Altars raiſe 


In your behalf a Sacrifice of praiſe. 
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O wretched are the ſick of Love, 
* JNo Herb has vertue to remove 
The growing ill : 
"___ But flill, 
The more we Reweaies oppoſe 
The Fever more malignant grows. 
_ Doubts do but add unto defire, 
Like Oyl that's thrown upon the fire, 
which ſerves to make the flame aſpire ; 
ani nt t extinguiſhit : 
Love has its trembling, and its burning fit, 


on” 


Fruition which the Sick propoſe 
To end, and recompence their woes, 
' But turns them o're 
_ To more. 
And caring one, does but prepare 
A new, perhaps agreater care. 
Enjoyment even in the chaſte, 
Pleaſes, not ſatisfies the taſte, 
And licens'd Love the worſt can faſt. 
Such is the Lovers ſlate, 
Pining and pleas d, aliks unfortunate. 


| POO CIOS | 
Sabina ad Camilla ſhare oy 
An equal intereſt in care, | 
Fear hath each breſt 
Poſſeſs. 
In different Fertunes, one pure flame 
Makes their nnhappineſs the ſame. 


/ 


Fer wethy 2s, - hg 


Are flattering interpreters, 


Paſſion ſtill paſſion animates, 
Love will be lovein all eſtates : 

His power ſtill is one 

whether in hope, or in. poſſeſſion. 


CHORUS. 


OO weak are humane eyes to pry 
Into the ſhades of Deſtiny : 
Fate ſpreads a curtain to our fight, 
Through which a faint imperfett light, 
Serves only to perplex our way, 
As blinking Meteors make us ſtray : 
And what the jugling Prieft foretells, 
In his ambiguous Oracles, | 
Deludes our judg ments whilſt he ſhronds 
Vain riddles is myſterious clouds. 
wiſely did providence deny 
To humane curioſity, 
That only priviledge to look 
1z Deftinies eternal Book 5- _ 
For Hou we know our perioas, then 
we ſhould do more or leſs then men. 
Ah poor Camilla ! bands tho 
Exalted in thy fortune-zow? 
Whonz Fate ſo. ſoew will headlong throw 
Toto a precipice of woe ! 
Betray d by Riddles, and Loves charms, 
Thou dream ſt thy ſelf in Curiace arms, 
Wrapt in chaſt pleaſures, when.alas ! 
Thou only mit could death embrace. 
To vertue' fure *twas an offence, 
So to abuſe thy innocence ;, 
And to raiſe up thy hope'fo high, 
was at inhamune ernelty. © 
* we tron? ſekves ev'n in onr fears 


> 


Love begets fear, fear grief creates, 


And: 
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HUSACE, 
| SY 
And need nd fraud when DeatYs ſ6 nh 
To rock tu in ſecurity. OOO 
what could the angry powers move 
In fair Camilla's wertuors Love? 
Or what hath chaſte Sabina done 
Todraw ſo dire a ruine on? 
Vain men miſled by vitious wills, 
Commit thoſe Heav n-offending ills, 
which pull down vengeance from the 5ky 
To puniſh proud mortality: 
But what ye Gods can women do, © 
Soft women to provoke you ſo ? | 
” i for Rome the they muſt be 
Involyd in Alba's Deſtin ; 
Proud Rome for prouder Empire tries, 
And laid in bloed, by blood muſt riſe ; © 
Alba muſt trackle, "tis decreed, 
That Rome may triumph, ſhe wiſt bleed : 
Imperious Fate wili bear the ſway, 
whoſe power all earthly power obey. 


The End of the Firſt AR, 


| Actus Secundus. Scena Prima. | 


Harare. Cuniace. — 

Curiace. | See your merits Fay the publick vaige; 
| durſt rely opon no other choice:. . 
Unto your Valours this proud Town alone 
Dares truſt her cauſe iy reputations 
And whilſt ſhe only on:your Arms relies, Rep 

With one ſole Houſe braves all our Families. 

We ſhall believe, fince you the weight muſt bear, 

. Save Horace Svns, that there no Romans are + 


"XY 


This 


Have giv'n each 2 high and glorious name, 
And & of Renown which yours alone muſt be, 
Had beenenough to have eterniz'd three. 
Nor can 1, fince by Fortune and my flame 
I in your Houſe ſointereſted am ; 
But I muſftſhare, as much as in me lies; 
| Your Faml'lies glory in this enterprize. 
| Yet the reſpe@t I tomy Country bear, 
Mixes that pleaſure with an honeſt fear. 
The War has rais'd your name unto that height, 
I fear for Alba, and foreſee her fate. 
Since you muſt fight, her intereſt muſt bow, 
Fate has in chooſing you determin'd ſo. 
It is decreed, I ſee you muſt o'recome, 
And Iconclade my felf a ſlave to Rome. 
Horace, You ſhould Rowe pity, not for Alba fear, 
In her ill choice did you confider her , 
| In Rowe it doubtleſs a great blindneſs is, 
, To have ſuch choice, and chooſe ſo far amiſs.. 
Of her brave Sons a thouſand worthier be 
So brave a quarrel to maintain, than we ; 
Yet though the Combat promiſe me a Shroud, 
That I am choſen makes me juſtly proud ; 
And the aſſurance of my ſoul is ſuch, 
As from my little Valour hopes for much. 
Nor can I (be what will th' intent of Fate) 
Conclude my ſelf a ſlave to uabe yet. 
Rome has o'revalu'd my deſert , but 1 
Will amply juſtifie it all, or dye. | 
© Who'l dye, or conquer, ſeldom conquer'd is, 
That brave deſpair but rarely periſhes 
Rome (fall what will) ſhall never ſubje& bow, 
Till my laſt groans proclaim my overthrow. . 
Curiace, Alas! in that my ſtate compaſſion needs, 
W hat 4b, covets moſt, my friendſhip dreads. 
Wretched extreams ! .4/ba muſt be enſlay'd,. 
Or by thy noble perſons ruine ſav'd.. 


. 
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This choice three Houſes might have rais'd to fame. 
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HORACE. 
She muſt or fail of her ambitious aim, ' 
Or through thy blood wade to her luſtful claim : 
W hich ſhall I pray for « what ſucceſs attend-: 
This combat muſt in my affliction end. 
I ſhall on either ſide have tears to ſhed, 
And on both ſides my prayers are limited. 

Horace, What would you be my enemy ſo far, 
To mourn me falling in my Country's War ? 
T hat noble death 1 =ah a generous heart, 
Tears do but injure his ſurviving part, 
And I could falling kiſs my Deſtiny, 
Should Roxze receive no greater loſs than me... 
Curiace, And yet allow your friends their friendly care, 

In this brave death they to be pitied are ; | 
The honour's yours, but theirs the loſs, and what, 
Swells your renown, makes them unfortunate. 
We part with all, when a true friend we loſe. 
But here comes Flaviar, ſure he brings me news. 
Has 41ba yet made choice of her three men * 


16 


Scena Secunda. 


Horace, Curiace. Flavian. 


Flavian, I come to tell you. _- 
Curiace. Say, who are they then? _ 
Flavian, They've pitch'd on you, and your two Brothers, 
Curiace, - Whot . _.-- | | 
Flaviay. On your two Brothers they have pitch'd, and you. 
 _ But why that look 2 why that contracted brow 21 
4 Do you alone th' ele&ion diſallow ? 
® Curiace, Nos: but-it does ſurprize me, I confeſs, 
4 I think-my ſelf unworthy ſuch a grace. - 
Flavian. Shall.the Dictator know you entertain 
The quarrel coldly 2 for I muſt be plain, 
This carriage does me ſomething too ſurprize. 
Cariace. Tell him, that maugre Love, and all the ties, 8 
| nite 
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Unite our Familjes,,we threewill, fight - 
The three Moratii in Hogs right... 


Fleaviar. With them | tis much in a few words you = 
CHriace. ny we anſwer back, and. leave us ray; 


-'Seena Terri. 


| 
Horace. Curiace. 


CHriACEs Henceforth I fee Heay' n, Earth, and Hell contend, 


And whet their fury, which ſhould moſt offend ; 
That Gods, and Men, Devils, and Fate prepare, 
At oncet' invade us with a general War , 

And more t' afflit us in the ſtate we are, - 

The Fares, and Pevils,,Gods, and Men, I dare: 
Since all of dire in Heav'n, and: Hell contain'd, 
Weigh'd with this honour is to be diſdain'd. 


Horace, Fate that expands the liſts of honour, does 


Brave matter-to,our conſtancy propoſe : 

He has combin'd his miſchief to.-make one, 

May with our valour hold proportion, 

And as he ſees no common men we are : 

So he no common fortune does prepare. 

To fight an enemy forthe. publick good, 

And with a ſtranger hazard blood. for blood ; 

T he poor efte& of a mean vertue is, 

Thouſands have don' t, and thouſands may do this: 
For a man's Country 'tis ſo brave to die, 

Who would not court ſo bright a Deſtiny * 

Burt to the publickwhen we ſacrifice 
"The thing we moſt do love, we moſt do prize; 

To fight with a man's ſecond ſelf, his Friend, 

And ftrive to kill him that would us defend, 

A Wiſes dear Brother, and a Siſters Love, 

All ties, and all relations to remove, 

And in our Country's Caufet' encounter him, 
Whoſe blood we would with our own lives redeem : 
D 
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Curiace, "Tis true, our names ſhall now immortal grow, 
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This is a vertue a6he 6an boaſt; but we”! 11. 
Fewin this glory Will our Rivals' be. ©: {te x 
And few mens hearts, fo brave a courage own 

=D £8 = Ss bro -bs 3 
As dare pretend to ſuch a high refiown, 


Tr occafion's fairy. and we muſt ſeize it too, 
Of a rare vert we ſhall prefidents be ; 

Yet there is ſomething of barbarity 

Mixt with your noble temper : few there are, 
Even of thoſe who moſt can dog, and dare, 
Would glory in this caſe, '6rchoolt to buy 
Ar facha' price, their immortality. '- 
And whatſoever honour may redound, 

'Twere better be obſcure, than fo renown'd: 


- 


For my part I dare fay, and you'might fee't, - 


. 


I made no very long debate of it," - 
Friendfhip, nor Love, nor our Alliance cou'd 
Suſpend my honour, nor corrupt my blood, = 
And fince our Alba by this choice does ſhew., | 
She values me as high as Rome dogs you z ; 
I think to do.as much, and fight as home 

In her behalf, 'as you ſhall do for Rome. 

My heart is good-enongh, but yet I fee! 

I wear humanity about me ſtill. 

I ſee your honour in my raine lies, 

And that my glory in your fall muſt riſe: 
Ready t' eſpoufe the Siſter, I muſt ki} 

The Brother ; and the blood I mix with, ſpill : 
I know that by my Country's int'reft, x 


Am ſentenc'4 to this fad neceſſity : 
Thus though this task Fearleſs nndertake, 

My heart's o'recharg'd , and I with horror ſhake ; 
I do commiſerate my own diſtreſs, 

And envy thoſe the War has laid in peace.. 

Not that I would decline the thing one jor 

For though it move me, it affrights me nor : 

k hug the honour Treceive: but yet, 
I'muſt lament, what. I muft loſe by it.. 


ST N wan, | 
I may retain ot Hi: 'haowtianiry 
Horace. Giance you no Roman are, ſtrive to vat 0 on 
Reſolves mz -makgypu worthy to be one ; 
And if youſ ave hinm Net rival mine, 
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The conpgney 7 I boaſt of does permic : 
None of theſe eakneſles to mix with it. . " 
And 'twere Rf Wn to honour, "when, weyert 
"The liſts ſcarce enter, ſhould; we now retreat. i 
| - Unto irs-Zenith our misfortunes'got, i 
: 1 Hcg ARCAnFerS 'd, FE ng not, - ' 
' Againſt who e'rg:Rome ſhall my Arms em 

| I blindly ns the grace LET Pofp 
The glory that attends, GE like theſe, 
Should baniſh in us all relu&ancies : 

And Bhs beſides his Country in this caſe 
Conſiders ough 5) Omani , and baſe. | 
Our Country's, ;rigl hr dmapales. ak ORCE, 
All whatſoever x 51288; 24g oy | 
Rome has made choice of ,me z. nor is it fit, | ' 
When ſhe commands, { farther "s examine it. ; 


With;the { n my wedding night. 
Claſpt Bis Salve ts | bee BE 6: 6, "T4 : 
:: Bad to be ſhor d.+ lack rſt Lb lot, 
Albe;has-nam'd PE IM, Hae ou not. | 
Curiace, I know, you 7 A in wad. pledge fee! | 
.- \Aforrow waundi por ur iprpett ſteel ; | 
But nenes:kaeyy.b ings £9 ki 
 Ayerte fo EA 2 "760 apa Ry x; © v 
It li e Qur ils; 705; R 2entyh, © "mM | 
Ap, Ladmure,,b U not;practiſe it. | 
Horace. ! be not'g00 Tar DM on any ſcore, 
But fince the whining way affects you more, 
Enj%y at liberty that bliſs alone : 
See where my Siſter comes t' aſſiſt your moan, * 
D 3 1e 
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aeflordees,, * Ohjjace,” | Camille, . | OTH 


Horace, Hite Wy Gat Siſtef Hl he Lib - wa 
How hi 


Camilla. Brother Jer 


Horace, Arm you Ve rn courage, * ha as may- declate 
On þ4 evAies that you my Siſter": are, 07G: 

[ And if, uk lf iles hrobgh: my Tuine come, 

[ Telimplitnr as 3 Conqyeror back to Rome: 

þ Receive him not with an averted face, 
May ſpeak the memory of my.diſgrace; - | | 
But as a man'whofe Vaſour Ki ottiprs:him'to- 

Sach things as Tytdnt'Hohpur bidshim/do,: 
That ſerves his Country nobly,” and does prove 
By 9 generons ads his title to your loye;: © 

Co mplear, as if Tliv'd;your ! Niptialrye ; 

But ie? this Lf OE ont (dEUS Deftany,-. : 
Receive my Yi@ory at the fate rate 7017 .*- 
Withaut Oh for your bike Servants Fate. 
I ſee y-are ſad; your eyes:grow'big with rears, . 
Pray entertain him with yout femitiine fears.” 


Now Nee Heav'y, Ear th Hifd Fire; but when 
The Combat's paſt, noimore remembiatice then. 
O b £22 0V 20007 "SpetkHg to Curiace. 
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FOR BOP Yoo 
* DEL MILE ea Vs UHC IP Fr AE: BET I OR [1 
Grills, Wilt thou thetrgo.my ſoul? has ſuch a ſhower I 


Wept by Camilla, no prevailing power 2 ' 
Does, hratiſh Honour rule thy heart, above i 
The vertuons-intereſt of- commanding Lave E: 
Curiace: ;, Alas it is-t00-plain, I fee that]; - 
Or by my grief, or: Horace Sword muſt dye : ol 
To this braveworkIas unwilling go, , 
As Malefa@ors to the Wrack would do :- ; 
-,L curſe my name a thouſand times that has- 
- Procur'd, my. merit fuch a fatal grace. j 
$ | Aqakos ſelf, and fortune,.and I hate - _ 
My treach'rous valour, fince alone by that. | 
My perſon's ſo conſiderable made, 
And my deſpairing flame does Love invade, 
It dares to challenge, Heav'n as unjuſt; 
And Ilament us both, but go Imuff. 
{amilla. Ohno! I know thee better, now I ſee - 
Thou doſt deſire that I fhould ſue to thee, . 
. That the legitimate power which I claim 
May,to thy Coyntry juſtifie thy fame,  - 
Thy, name's. too. great already, and thy.acs 
Have;paid long-fince what 4/ba now exacts. 
None better has maintain'd this quarrel, none 
HasAacrific'd more lives, than thou haſt done. . 
Thy name can riſe no higher than it is, | 
Permit ſome other now t' ennoble his. þ 
Cnriace. . Shall Lanothers brows incircled ſee, . F-1 
With thoſe immortal Laurels due to me 2? - 
Or this, reproach from my brave Country hear, 
That ſhe had trinmph'd, had I fought for her * 
And whilſt my valour's charm'd-by Love,ſhall I 
Blot my brave ations now with infamy 2 . 
| D'3 No!. 


No ! finceT thus am honour'd, .4/b« ſhall 
By this ſole arm's {urels, or.rife, or fall, 
I wear her fate, andthis accompt Ile give, 
Todye with honour, or with honour live. 
Camilla. "Does honour blind thee ſo, thou wilt not ſee, - 
How poorly thou betray'it my love, and me ? 
Curiace, My Love in this, neceffity obeys,'': /* 
And Sweet, ere 1 was yours, I 46ba's was. 
Camille, Butin thy Country's quarrel to deſtroy 
A'Priend, + Brother, and thy Siſters joy,  - 
Are things methinks, verrne ſhould ſtartle at. 
' Curiace. Alas') Gamilli in'this ſad eftate, © © 
We have no will, 'and in this hateful choice 
Of Rome, 2nd 4/ha, friendſhip has no voite.. 
Brother, and Frietd, rixmes ſo btlov'd before, 
Have loſt their harmony, afid'are tio more, 
Camilla, Wilt thou not bring me home Myario's head, 
And claim my perſon for the noble deed 2 
(uriace, 1 dare not think on'r, thus begirt with wo, 
Hopeleſs to love, is all that I cando. 
But my dear ſon], you weep! © 
Camilla, How can Ichoofke, oo 
When he I love does that I live refufe * 
And when our Hymeadoes his Taper light, 
Thou with thine own handdoft extinguilh it. 
Thy cruel heart, my ruine $es decree, - 
And ſays itloves, when it doth muyther me. 
Cariace, Tn lovers tears, what eloquence doth flow ! 
And beaury moft prevails, when dreft in wo, 
Art this (ad fight tny heart istendetr grown, 
I ſtagger in my reſolution. | he? 0 
Aſſault'no more my glory withyour feats. - 
But let mefave my vertue from your tears. -. 
I feel ſhe faints, and ill defends her-place, / 
The more I'm yours, 'the leſs I'ti Caridcr; - 
Nor can a vera hers ſo fittn,-and fron, 
Having with friendſhip comnbated'folonp}, 
And in that fight already weary grown, 


Conquer at onee Love, and compaſſion.” ._ .- 
Go! hate me |: ſhed no more vain tears for me! 
"Thus to your love, I oppoſe injury : __ 
I better can reſiſt your anger far, OY " 
And to'deferve it more, I here declare,, j 
I love you not. Callup your vengeance now, ; 
And ſhoot me dead from your offended brow. 
| Are you inſenfible ro a man ingrate ? 
| Puniſh my baſe Apoſtaſie with hate. þ 
I love you not. Let that provoke your wrath | % 
l Would you yet more®: then Irenounce my Faith. 4 
; Inſolent vertue } ro whoſe rigour, I 
Am ſacrific'd in this neceſlity, 
Canſt thou no more reſiſt her tears, but'by 
"The wretched help of ſych a vicious lye 2 
Camilla, Commit no worſe, and by the Gods w' adore,. 
_ Inſtead of hating thee, T'le love thee more. 
Ingrate T'le hug thee if thy valour's pride 
3 Court not the title of a Fratricide. 
| Why-was I born a Remax? why not thou ? 
Then I with Laurels might adorn thy brow. 
I ſhould not then reſtrain, but prompt thee on, 


| .. __ And do for thee, as I've for Horace done. 
; S; Today alas ! my vows.I blindly made 
? Againſt thee finning, when for him Ipray'd. 


See where he comes. Love am loft if ſhe 
Prevail no more with him, than I with thee ! 


— 


SCena SCXta, i 
Horace. Cariace, Sabina, Camilla. 


Cariace.. Ye Gods | Sabine too ! is'tnot enough, 
(amilla's here to try my vertues proof; 
But you muſt bring along my Sifter too, 
To try what both theirintereſts can do © 
When having conquer'd your vaſt ſpirit, ſhe- 
Muſt come, and try todo as much forme ?. 


Sabina: . 
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Sabina, No! Brother no !, Icome not to.that end; _- 


In this fiok breſt commence your cruelties, 
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I only to:embrace, and part,/pretend.,; / 
Your Blood's too true, fear nothing mean from me, 
I bring no tears t'offend your conftancy. - 
Nay ! ſhould I ſee this dire misfortune ſhake 
Or ſtartle either, I would him forſake, -; 
Yet give me leave to offer one.requeſt, 

That may become my double intereſt. 


. IP 


I from the V.itors Sword will wipe offence, 


And reconcile-honourto:innocence. 


- Make it unto its native luftre rife, - 


And laſtly make you lawful enemies. 

In me alone it is yow areally/d,:; 
WhenlI am dead that knot will be unty'd. _ 
Break.then that Bend, that.does your Arms oppoſe, 
And 1ince'y'are bound in honour-to be foes, _ 
Purchaſe by me a priviledge to hate, 

'Tis Rome and Mba's will, you muſt obey't. 

Take one of you a life that I deſpiſe, 

And fince my-heart's divided in-my wo, < 
Let your unpitying Steel divide it'to0. 
The other way revenge Sabiza's fall,: 
So ſhall your Combat be approv'd by all ; 

And one at leaſt a juſt revenge may take, 

Or for a Wifes, or for a Siſters ſake. 
But *twould perhaps eclipſe your Glories light 

In a leſs Quarrel, ſhould ſuch Heroes fight. 

'T muſt be your Country's Cauſe, and if you were 
Leſs to your ſelves, leſs would your acts appear. 
You muſt be Victims to your Country's luſt , 
Proceed then to a ſacrifice ſo juſt : 
Strike through the Siſter at the Brother's life, 


And wounp the Husband, whilſt you kill the Wife. 


Begin ye Tigers, in this life of mine, 
The Sacrifice you in your own deſign. 
You in this famous:combat muſt become, 
A foe to Alba, you a foe to Rome : 


Bur 
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HORACE. 
But I oblig'd by Birth, and by my flame, 
Unto them both an adverſary am. 
And muſt I be reſery'd, only to ſee, 
The triumph of a hateful Victory ? 
A triumph where the Blood I prize fo dear, 
Muſt trim the Laurels of the Triumpher 2 
Can TIbetwixt you then. govern my heart, 
And play at once a Wifes and Siſters part 2 


And whilſt my ſoul the Conqueſt does abhar, 


With open arms imbrace the Conqueror ? 


Noa, e're that happen, Death ſhall cloſe theſe eyes 
From triumphs mixt with my Friends Obſequies. 


My ruine ſhall prevent it, and what you 


Hoxace. 


* (Urtdces 


Camilla 


Sabina, Y our boſoms groan forth ſighs,your cheeks grow pale. 


Withdraw your hands from, my own hands ſhall do, 
Go on then Monſters! who your rage withſtands * 
I ſhall fnd means enough to force your hands, 
W hich ſhall no ſooner be prepar'd to kill, 
But with this breſt Tle intercept your Steel : 
And though you now deny me, force your blows, 
Toſend my Cul unto its wiſht repoſe. 
Dear Wife ! 
Dear Siſter ! | 
. Courage you prevail. 


What frights you thus * are theſe the men on whom. 
The ſtakes are laid of 41ha, and of Roxne © 


Herace, Wherein Sabine have I done amils, 


That can deſerve ſuch a revenge as this ? 
How has my Honour injur'd thee, that thou - 
With all thy power affaulr'ſt my vertueſo* 
To have aſtoniſh'd me ler it tallce, 

And let me finiſh this brave enterprize. 

Thy love has rais'd a conflict in my breſt ; 
But Wife inſult not in the pow'r thou haſt, 
Go, ſtrive no more for conqueſt, 'tis to me, 
T'have ſuffer'd this debate, an infamy. 
Permit me, that I may.with honour dye. 


Sabinzs, You need not fear, your ſuccours are ſo nigh. 
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Curiace; 


Confine (Sir) I beſeech you to the Houſe 
Theſe fooliſh Women, that they break not looſe ;; 
For if they ſhould, their over-fondneſs might, 

With cries, and tears perhaps diſturb our fight, 

And make the censring world believe that we 

Our ſelves were of the vile conſpiracy. 

l, This honour we ſhould purchaſe then too dear, 

J If once ſuſpected of ſo baſe a fear. 

Horace the Father, Leave that to me,and go,your Brothers ſtay, 
And now your duty to your Countries pay, 


Fhyace the Father. ' Horace. 


Florace, 


Curiaces 


Ng oe 


BORACE. 


| Curiace; How ſhould I part;'or in what method take=—— 

[ Horace the Father, Ah ! do not tempt, my grief,for vertues ſake; 
My voice wants terms t'enflame your noble breſt, 

And with perplexed thoughts my heart's oppreſt. 

My tears (well up, to force their tender gates, 

Do your devoire, and leave th' event to fates. 


SONG. 


4:63 


O Arms ! to Arms {! the Heroes cry, 
A glorious Death, or Victory, 
Beauty and Loves although combint d, 
And each ſo powerful alone, , 
Cannot prevail agginft, a mind 
Bound up in reſolution. 


% . 


þ Nothing the daring breaſt can move 


Hononr is blind, and deaf, ev. deaf. ta bye. . = 
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Spurn'd into duſt by barbed fleeds, 
Inſtead of wanton Beas of Down. 


\ To overthrow; or be orethrown ;,© 
Bravely to overcome, or aye. 
Honour in her intereſt ſits above 


what Beauty, Prayers, or tears tan move : 
were there no Hoxour', there would be no Love 


EA "k 4 
CHORYU'S. 


Ow Prone are eople, tid with PEACE, CIT, 


_ To nauſeate their happineſs? 
> And headleng into miſchief run, 

To feed their foul ambition ! 

"EX 


Tears their weak influence wainly proves... | . 


The Field ! the Field! There Valoar bleeds, © Ee 


Is now the Sctne wheve they muſt try, 
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Leaſyre and Luxury; .when met - \ | 


In populous Cities, do beget Zo. | 
That Monſter war, which at the firſl, _— | g 
In little private diſcords nurſt,, . 4% 1 
Grows higher by degrees, untill 4 


Having ' got power to his will, 

He brake into « general flame, 

Beyond what Politie can tame. 

No int'reſt then eſcapeth free 

From inſolence, and cruelty; 

And faits that flow from bratiſh luſt, 
The titles wear of great and juſt. 

Nay when Wars enſigns are diſplay d, 

It is Religion to invade, .. _ 

No matter whom , nor what the cauſe ; 
Nor is there room 'for other Laws, 
Than what the Viftoy will on thoſe 


His riots have ſubdu'd, impoſe. * © 
Yet there have ;flill pretences been | © 3 


The vileſt pratfices to shreen. 
There never wayted a pretence 

To violate fuff YING INRBOCence ; 
Though whatſoever men pretend, 
wealth, and Dominion are their end.Þ. 

_ Imperious Rome ! maſt Alba feel 
The eage of thy invading Steel? | ; 
Alba thy Mother, from whoſe womb, | E 
Thy Founder Romulus. did come? | ; 
Or if thou tak ft an impiows pride... 
Tobe efteemd a Parricide, . _... + - 
Can nothing ſatiate thy will, . — 
Unleſs that Brothers, Brothers kill? 

Deluded Heroes |' how they fly | 
To meet a cruel Deſtiny, — 
And ſacrifice themſelves to Fame, 
A nothing, 4 metry airy name, © 
when inth' unnatural conteſts 


ho conquer d falls is happieſt! 


*Tis Tyrant Hononr unto thee = 
we owe this bloody Tragedy, 
whom, but the vertuous none obey, 
And being ſo, become thy prey. 
They ſee in thy deluding glaſs 
Trophies and Triumphs, when, ala 
*Tis their own blood they haſte to (þ. 
nd live, but to lament the Dead. 

Deaf unto Picty, and Love, 
The Combatants are gone 80 prove 
Themſelves true Patriots, when they a. 
The inflruments of Civil War, 

Ard hazard in a Combat more, 
Than in a Battel heretofore. 

Fate holds the balance whilſt they fiobt, 
Ani finds both ſcales of equal weight , 
Valour with Valogr even weighs © 
Honour with Honour, Praiſe with Praiſe ;, 
But when ſhe lays upon the beam 
Her partial hand, and varies them, 

Then one ſcale gets it, whilſt on high, 
The other kicks and knocks the Sky. 


The end of the Second AR. 


Sabina. 


— U— 


Actus Tertiws. Scena Prima. 


Ec-us at laſt, my troubled Soul, appeaſe 
Theſe inward mutinies, diſturb our peace; 
And ſtand no longer neuter in this War, 
But, or for 4/ba, or for Rome declare, 
Let us no more divide. our fruitleſs care, 
But nouriſh hope, to overcome deſpair. . 
Yet to which fide, alas! ſhould we adhere,. 
Where.both the intereſts. equally are dear! 
_ 


Alas 1' 


HORACE, 
Alas! which partycleave to, which refuſe, 
* Or*twixt a Brother, and a Husband chooſe - 
Nature, or Love, for either fide do plead, 
And Iby duty unto hoth am led. 
Then let ns rather in this.fazal ſtrife, 
Continue ſtill a Siſter, and a Wiſe, 
Let us their honours above all prefer, 
Their vertues imitate, and ceaſe to fear. 
T he death that threatens is ſo brave an end, 
We fearleſs ſhould the ſad report attend. 
Let us no more the Fates inhumane call, 
Think in what cauſe, not by whoſe hands they fall : 
Let us careſs them who have bravely fought, 
Nor wrong their Valours merit'with'a thought, 
Save of the glory, andeternalgrace, - ' 
Their Arms atchieve unto their noble race, -- 
Nor once conſider at-whoſe bloods expence 
Vertue has raijs'd them to that eminence. - 
Let our concerns, and int'reſtbe the ſame: : 
Their Houſes intereſts are, in which Tam + 
A Daughter, ora Wife; fonear ally'd _ 
To both their noble bloods, that-neither fide 
Can of the other any triumph win, 
But by their Swords atchievements, who are mine. 
Fortune whatever ills thou doſt diſpence, 
T've found a way t extract ſome joy from thence : 
I now can view fearleſs, and undiſmay'd, 
This Tragedy inall its terrors plaid : .- 
I can behold the dead without deſpair, 
And without horror ſee the Vanquiſher. _ 
Oh flattering illafion * falſedelight!/ 's 
Thou pleaſing error, and impniffant light ! 
Which with a connterfeited/Ray haſt ſhown 
How ſhort thy ſtay wis, ind how foon th'arrgone ! 
Like Lighrninps in'dbfouriey, that thake'' '-* 
By thei eo, Eragh: more black ; | 
Mine eyes thou ftrooft not with a ſhort-liv'd beam, 
But with more darkneſs to envelop them, : 


" By thee my griefs too ſoon enchanted were, 
| And for that moments traceI pay too dear. 
| I feel my heart pierc'd thorow with the ſtee], 
Juſt now employ'd my deareſt friends to kill. 
Contemplating their deaths, I not at all 
. Think in what quarrel, but by whom they fall, 
Nor ſee the Victor rais'd toeminence, 
But I confider at whoſe bloods expence. 
I find my int'reſt only is the fame, 
With the afflicted houſe in which I am 
A Daughter, or a Wife, ſo near ally'd | 
To both their noble bloods, that neither ftde 
Can from the other any triumph win, | 
But by their deaths, and ruine who are mine. 
Isthis the peace then I have pray'd for ſo © 
Ye too propitious Gods, y'ave heard my vow ! 
W hat thunders do you, when-provok'd, prepare, 
; If ſuch dire cruelties your favours are * 
[ And in what ſort do you correct offence, 
When you delight to puniſh innocence 2 


oc. 


Scena Secunda, | 
Sabina. Fulia. 


Sabina, 1s it diſpatcht my Fla, tell me plain : 
Havel a Brother, or a Husband lain * 
Or have their impious weapons made at once 
A Sacrifice of all the Champions ; 
And to prevent my hate to th* Vanquiſhers, 
T' a general obſequy condemn'd my tears ? 
Falia, Can you ſolong be ign'rant of the news ? 
Sabina, Is that your wonder? pray how ſhould I chooſe 2 
Doyou not know, that ſhut up bere within, 
Cemilli and my ſelf have prisners been ? | 
We are {ecur'd, our tears are dang'rous grown, 
Weelſe e're this betwixt their Swords had flown, 


And 
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And our deſpair, ſprung from chaſt love, had won 
Perhaps from both the Camps, compaſſion, . 
Fulia, An objed of that pity did not need, 
| Betwixt their noble courages.to plead, 
Since their appearance was enough alone, 
To ſtay their furies execution. 
No ſooner were their plumed creſts beheld, 
Waving with warlike brav'ry in the Field, 
But through both Armies ſtrait a murmur roſe, 
To ſee friends fo ally'd, choſe out for foes. 
T his horror ſeizes, that ſoft pity fires, . 
A third the fury of their zeal admires; 
This high applauds their vertue to the sky, 
And that condemns it for barbarity. 
Their various thoughts, met in one gerrral voice, 
All blame their Chieftains, and deteſt their choice : 
And not enduring to behold theſight 
Of that unnatural, and bloody fight, 
Exclaiming loud, ſome do advance in haſte, 
And-interpoſing part them at the laſt, 
Sabina, T owe you incenſe Gods ! y'ave heard my prayer ! 
Fulia, You are not yet where you ſuppoſe you are. 
You now may hope, and moderate your fears ; 
Yet there is ſtill to juſtifie your tears. 
In vain men ſtrive Yavert them from their fate, 
T heir generoſity is deaf to that. 
The glory of this choice, their Reaſon blinds, 
And has ſo dazled their ambitious minds, 
That when men leave them to their deſp'rate ways, 
They're pleas'd, and take all pity for diſgrace. 
The Camps affliction foils their glories light , 
Nay they had rather with both Armies fight, 
| And periſh by thoſe hands their fury ftaid, 
Than quit their int'reſts in th' ele&ion made. 
Sabina, Perliſt they then ſo obſtinate * 
Fulia, They do, | 
At which both Armies to ſedition grow, 
And vote from both ſides, with a gen'ral voice, —_ 
Either 


HORACE. 
Either for Battel, or another choice. 
Their Leaders preſence can no more perſwade, 
Authority's contemn'd, or diſobey'd, 
Nay, their ungovern'd heat went on ſo far, 
; Nought could reduce them,nor command, nor pray'r. 
1 Until the King (held ſometime in ſuſpence 
; At ſo undiſciplin'd an inſolence) | 
Was fain himſelf at laſt his pow'r to try, 
And thus attempt r' appeaſe the mutiny. 
« Since Souldiers thus ({aid he) you animate 
« Your ſelves and fellows in this hot debate, 
<Let us conſult the ſacred pow'rs and try, 
< Tf. with another choice the Gods comply ; 
© What impious mortal, when they once reveal 
« Their dark decrees, dares then diſpute their will £ 
T his ſaid, his words ſeem'd to be powerful charms, 
And even from the Champions forc'd their Arms , 
; That thirſt of glory which ſo dimm'd their eyes, 
3 Blind, as it was, ador'd the Deities. 
F Their heat ſubmitted unto Tallis ſence, 
And aw'd by Piety or deference, 
A Law of his advice both Armies made, 
As both their Scepters he alike had ſway'd : 
The reſt will from the Vi&tims deaths be known, 
Sabina, The Gods an impious Combat will not own. 
Since 'tis deferr'd my dying hopes revive, 
And Ibegin to ſee my wiſhes thrive. 
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Scena Tertia. 
Sabine. Camilla, Fulia. 


Sabina, Siſter, I have good news ! 
Camilla, I think I know | 
What that good news is, if you call it ſo ; 
I heard it told my Father, butT find 
7 No comfort in't to my afflited mind: __ 
| | F | nn py 


HORACE. 
This but prorogues our miſeries which ſhall 
Return more violeat by this interval; 
And all therays of comfort it doth ſhed, 
Is only that our tears are reſpited. 
Sabina, The Gods did not in vain this tumult fire. 
Camills,* We rather do in vainof them enquire. 
They have inſtructed Tw/{zs in this choice, 
And theirs but ſeldom meet the |publick voice : 
For you muſt know that the immortal Gods 
Deſcend more rarely to the mean abodes 
Of common ſouls,” than unto Princes far, 
W ho here below their own Vice-gerents are, 
And whoſe unlimited pow'r's:a ſecret beam 
Of the Divinity's annext to them. 
Falia. Toargue thus1s wilfully torear . 
Againſt your ſelf the obſtacles you fear. 
We only know Heav'ns will; when mov'd by pray'r, 


Fo 
; 


In. ſacred Oracles the Gods declare'; | 
Neither can you deſpair : but firſt you muſt, 
The truthof what you late had thence diſtruſt, b 
Camilla, All Oracles do in myſterious ſence ! 


Still ſhrowd themſelves from our intelligence, 
And when we think we underſtand them moſt, 
The moſt we grope, and are in error loſt ; 
Far then from building our aſſurances 
On their illegible, and dark decrees. 
When leaſt they ſeem perplext, then to be ſure, 
We ſhould ſuſpect them to be moſt obſcure. 
Sabina, By what's already done, we ought to-give 
Our griefs, and fears, ſome reſpite, and reprieve, 
T allay our ſorrows, and to give ſome ſcope.,. 
Some entertainment toa pleaſtng hope ; 
When Heav'ns favour does her Arms diſcloſe 
Half open, ready to embrace our woes z 
Who then the happy Auſpice does not own, 
And does expe@ no blefling, merits none 
That recontracs them, and ſhe takes offence, 
'To ſee her bounties checkt by difidence.. 


Camilla«. 


HORACE, 

Camille, Heav'n aQts alone in all his deep deſignss 
Nor fits events to flatter humane minds. 

Fulia, Heav'n has alarm'd your boſom thus, to fit 
You better for the joys muſt follow it. 
Farewel ! Tle go enquire of your affairs 
In the mean time pray moderate your cares: 
I hope theſe ſad reflexions will all prove, 
At my return ſoft arguments of love ; 
And that we yet ſhall dedicate this night 
Sacred to Hymer, and to chaſte delight. 


Sabina, T hope ſo too, 
Camilla, TI dare not. 
Talia, The ſucceſs 


Will ſoon diſcover who the beſt can gueſs. 


Scena Quarta, 


Sabina, Camilla. 


Sabina. Siſter, amidſt theſe cares, permit my love * 
To chide thoſe griefs I needs muſt difapprove, 
What would you do if in my ſtate you were, 
Had you as much as I t excuſe your fear, 

And did expect from their too fatal Arms 
Loſſes to equal mine, and equal harms * 


Camilla, OhSifſter ! ſpeak with judgment, not deſign, 


When you would parallel your ills to mine : 
All people look with a far diff rent eye 
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On others harms, and thoſe concern them nigh : . 


But mine confider'd right, yours are a dream, 
A meer illuſion, when compar'd with them, 
You only have Horativ's death to fear, 
Brothers, compar'd to Husbands, nothing are. 
When ſaffron'd Hymen by the Nuprtial tye 
Unites us to another Family, 

He diſengages us from ev'ry claim 


I—z 


That once pretended to, from whence we came. 


Thoſe 


— i —— ———_—  — — —_ - 
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Thoſe diff rent ties no parallel admit, 
To follow Husbands, we our Parents quit: 
But when juſt going to be made a Spoule, 
The Servant that a Father's care beſtows, ; 
Although below a Husband in his claim, { 
Stands yet a Rival with a Brother's name. 
Thoſe intereſts our thoughts betwixt them ſhare, 
Our choice, and vows perplext, and doubtful are. 
Thus Siſter, you at leaſt have in your tears 
Or what to wiſh, or what may eaſe your fears. ”, 
Whilſt I, if Heav'ns hand do not forbear, = 
Have nothing left t6 hope, but all to fear. 
Sabina, Siſter methinks you argu't very ill 
W hen Friends ſa near muſt one another kill ; 
And we, though th' obligations diff rent ſeem, 
Our Parents leave, without forgetting them.. 1 
Hymen does not thoſe Characters remove z | 
Nor does it follow that becauſe we love þ 
pi Our Husbands beſt, we ſhould our Brothers hate. | 
[4 Nature ſtil! keeps her Laws inviolate. : 
ti When we of force muſt one or th'other loſe; F 

At.either's life's expence, *tis hard to chooſe ;. _ 
"i Nor know we then which intereſt is ſupream :. 
f « Allills are equal, when they are extream. q 
f And when all's done, this man you ſo eſteem | 
Will only prove, as you ſhall value him.. | : 
The leaſt diſtaſte, or jealouſte may:prove 'q 
Pow'rful enough to baniſh him your love. 1 
Do that by Reaſon, may by Chance be done, 
And leave your blood out of compariſon. 

"Tis ill to raiſe up int'reſts againſt thoſe, 
Our births do of neceſſity impoſe.. 

I then if Heav'ns hand do not forbear., 
Have nothing left to hope, but all to fear: 

! Whilſt you have this advantage in your tears ;. 
7! Or what to wiſh, or what to eaſe your fears. 
= Camillz, Siſter I ſee Love never pierc'd your heart, 
You know him not, gor ever felt his dart :. 


_— 
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Horace the Father. DaughtersTmuſt unwelcome news relate ; : 


Sabina. 


| Reaſon itſelf inſufferable grows, 


We may reſiſt-him in his infant ſtate, 

But when he rules, and ſways, *tis then too late; 
And chiefly when Fathers allowances 

Have ſo oblig'd our Faith by their decrees, 
Till they have made this little Tyrant reign 
Over our hearts a lawful Sovereign. 

Love mildly enters: but by pow'r he ſways, 
And when a ſoul his bait once ſwallow'd has, 
In vain it then attempts to give it o're, 

It has no more the will it had before. 

His chains are ſtrong, as bright, and delicate. 


Scena QQuinta: | 


Horace the. Father. Sabine. . Camilla. 


But *twere a vain endeavour to conceal... 

W hat will itſelf; alas ! ſo ſoon reveal.. 

Your Brothers are engag'd by-Heav'ns decree. . 
I muſt confeſs theſe news aſtoniſh me, , 

And I expeceed from the heav'nly Race, 

Far leſs injuſtice, and far greater grace: - 

But ſpeak no comforts; nor in vain-declare : 

How noble ſouls ſhould their diſaſters bear. . 


When ſuch afflictions it attempts t'oppole. . 
In our own hands, ar milchiets cure we have.,;, 
And who reſolve to dye, miſchance may brave. . 
We could perhaps pretend whilſt you are by. . 
A fruitleſs, falſe, and ſeeming conſtancy-: 
But ſo to counterfeit, and-in a time 
W herein our frailties licens'd were a crime; - 
We leave that artifice to men ; nor-care 
To paſs for other than indeed weare ; 
Nor would we have yournoble heart abate-: 
By-our example to complain of -Fate. . 

F. 3 Not 


6 » 


= ——_ 8 veg 7 0 "es EE ee COIs ”, 
FOI an of 5 %6 £4. <P C3 5:6 —_ A otat = _ wp <P X - 
= x ng me => > On > ——_ ome. Ly - 


Pt UE” 


2 ng «2m, 
= pr _—_ £ >= 


I» et 
N——_— 
—_— 
onde 


ME TD CLARET: EE, 2—otllic=2at ——_—_—— 
= 


> i 
Co >a AM: ay 
VP 


No! take theſe ills without emotion , 


- —— —_— — 
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See our tears trickle, but refrain your own, 

All that we beg in this diſtreſs, is that 

Whilſt your brave fpirit triumph over fate, 

We whoſe weak hearts no griefs conceal'd can keep, 
May be allow'd, without offence to weep. 


Horace the Father, 1am ſo far from blaming what you de, 


That IadmirelT turn not woman too; 
Nor ſhould perhaps theſe blows of Fortune bear, 
Were I concern'd {o nearly, as you are, 

Not that this choice can have the pow'r to make 
Me hate your Brothers for their Countries ſake : 
Whoſe noble perſons maugre this ſad War, 

Are all of them unto my boſom dear: 

Bur friendſhip is not ſeated in that row, 

Nor feels th' effets Love and Relation do. 

I feel not for them in my breaſt thoſe woes, 


A : | | 4 
- You as 4 Siſter, ſhe a Lover does; 


I can look on them as'the foes of Rowe, 

And wiſh, and pray my Sons may overcome. 

They (prais'd be Heav'n) worthy their Country are, 
Aſtoniſhment did not their worths impair, 

And I their honours ſaw redoubled riſe, 

Whilſt they two Camps compaſſion could deſpiſe : 
Which if ithad their frailty overcome, 

And had their vertue not repell'd it home, | 
This hand ſhould quickly have reveng'd the ſhame 
Done by their weak conſent unto my name: 
But fince the Camps deſpight of them wonld chooſe 


DO 


| Anew, and them in piety refuſe, 


I now'confeſs that to the heav'nly powers, 
My vows, and pray'rs went along with yours. 
And would all-pitying Heav'n have heard my yoice, 
Alba had been reduc'd t' another choice. 

My Sons we then ſhould have triumphant ſeen, 
And they from blood ſo dear unſtain'd had been, 
Then had the Rowan names illuſtrious height 
Lean'd on th' event of 4 more humane fight : 


But. 
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HORACE. 39 
But ſince Heav'ns prudence otherwiſe does pleaſe 
To order things , Ivail to its-Decrees. 

My thoughts in generofity I dreſs, 

And in the publick ſtate my happineſs. 

Try you todo as much, t'allay your care, 

And wiſely weigh that you both Romays are. 

You are become fo, and you yet are one, - 

A treaſure above all compariſon.. 

A day will come, that through the Globe our Rowe, 
Dreadful as killing thunder, ſhall become. 

When the world daring at our Eagles Wings, 
That glorious name ſhall be the pride of Kings. 


Scena Hexta, 


Horace the Father. ' Sabina, Camilla. Tallds 


Horace the Father, Doſt thon come tous Fxlia to declare 

Whoſe noble'brows the Victor's Laurels wear « 
Julia. . Rather the'Combars ſad effe&ts, for Rome 

Is Alba's Captive; and your Sons o'vecome. 

Two ſlain ont-right, her Lord ſurvives alone. 
Horace the Father. Of a ſad fight a ſad concluſion ! 

Rome, Alba's (abject, and in ſuch aneed 

My Son not fight, whilſt he had blood to bleed ! 

It cannot be! you are deceir*d,” tis plain,. 

Rome 18 Unconquer'd, or my Son isflain;; 

F better do my bloods true temper know, 

And he ſo-well, what he to Rowe does owe, 

He could nor; durſt not, but o'recome, or dye.. 
Fulia., A thouſand more might ſee't, as well as T.. 

He acted wonders till his Brother's fall , 

But when once left to fight againſt themeall,. 

And half hemm'd in, flight did his perſon ſave.. 
Horace the Father, And th' injur'd” Souldiers not diſpatch the- 

Would they aford the Coward a retreat? (flave!. 
Tulit.. 1 came away upon the fad defear.. | 

- Camilla, 


Camille. 'Oh | my dear Brothers ! 
Horace the Father, Stay ! lamentnot all! 
' Two are {ofalln, I emulate their fall. 
Let nobleſt. Flowers on their Tombs be laid, 
I in their.glorious death their loſs am paid , 
And *twas their vertues fortune not to be, 
Survivors. of their Countries Liberty , - 
Nor ſee it by a ſtranger Princebe ſway'd , 
Nor: to a-neighb'ring State, a Province made. 
Lament the baſe ſurvivor, and the ſhame 
His coward flight has branded on my name. 
.Lament the infamy of all our Race, 
And the Horatian glory's black diſgrace. 
Fulia, What ſhould he againſt three have done £ 
Horace the Father. Have dy d, 
Or by a bravedeſpair been fortifi'd. 
Or had he but demurr'd-to his defeat, 
Rome had been ſubject ſomething later yet : 
-He then had lefc theſe aged hoary hairs 
As bright with honour, as they're white with years ;' 
| And he, though he had dy'd, had carried hence, 
For a frail life, a noble recompence. 
He now accomptable to Rowe remains, 
For all the coward blood that ſwells his veins. 
And every drop preſerv'd by ſuch a ſhame, 
Has-quench'd his glory, and eclips'd his fame. 
Each hour on's life, after an a& ſp baſe, 
His ſhame, and mine. ſtill more and more betrays. 
I le cut it ſhort, and whilſt my rage puts on 
A Father's pow'r o're an unworthy Son , 
I in his puniſhment will make it known, 
How much the poultron's baſeneſs I diſown. 
Sabizz. Be govern'dleſs, Sir, by that generous heat, 
And do not raiſe our miſchiefs higher yet. 
\F Horace the Father. Sabina you"may beſt theſe miſchiefs bear, 
| { | You in thee ills have yet the eaſieſt ſhare, 
Iv | You in this ruine yet do nothing loſe, 
Heav'n has preſerv'd your Brothers, and your Spoure. 
'TIis 


HORACE. 


*Tis to your Country we are Subje&s made, 
Your Brothers Vidtors are, whilſt Rome's betray'd, 
And dazled by the luſtre of their fame, . 

You ne're conſider our eternal ſhame : 

But your affection to this beaſt will make 

Your boſom ſoon, our miſeries partake. 

Theſe tears you ſhed weak interceſlors are ; 


For by the Pow'rs above I here do ſwear 
Theſe hands ſhall waſh e're day do quit the sky, 
In his falſe blood, the Roman infamy. 


Sabina, His rage tranſports him, let us interpole, 


Muſt we (juſt Heav'n) ſtill meet ſucceeding woes ? 
Our ills are grown too mighty to withſtand, 
When fury threatens from a Parents hand, 


SONG. 


( 1.) 


B=? that it ſelf can kill, 
Throughthe fineſt temper'd feel, 
Can thoſe wounds ſhe makes endure, 
And inſult it ore the brave, 
Since ſhe knows a certain care, 
whez ſhe is diſpos d to ſave : 
But when a Lover bleeding lies, 
Wounded by other Arms, 
And that ſhe ſees thoſe harms, 
For which ſhe knows no remedies + 
Then Beauty Sorrows livery wears, 
And whilft ſhe melts away in'tears, 
Drooping in ſorrow ſhews 
Like Roſes overcharg d with morning dews. 


(2) 


Nor do women, though they wear 
The moſt tender charater, 


H:.OR.#:C. E. 


_ Hearts exclosf'd with iron Wills, © 
In humanity muſt groan i | 
whee a noble Hero falls. 
Pitileſs courage would not be: 
Can honour, but « ſhame, 
'*  Nyr bear the noble nanie+ 
Of. valouy, but berhaxity Sr 
The generaus even in ſuccaſs i: 1, 
Lament their enemies diftreſs * © © 
Crd ſcornit ſhould appear 
who are the Conguer d, with the Conqueror. 


be * «< 
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Theſe are th effeits of War, and theſe 
The Sacrifices are to peace , 

Teace, that once broken in her right 
Nothing but blood can reunite : 
Wars Hand-maid Fury pronepts her on. _ 
To blood. and devaſtation; 
Nor ceaſes till whole Countries he, | 
O'rewhelnid in one calamity , Co 
Or though the Sacrifice fer all, 

Should in one ſingle perſon fall 3 

Yet in whatever falls amiſs, 

The publick ſtill a loſer *t» 

And as a radiant Germ out-Uies 

Maſſes of Metal in hev prize * 

One Heroes loſs , mare loſs includes, 
Then vile Þlebetan multitudes. 

| A bloody Combat heve we ſee 

Fought for ax emply ſovereignty, 
ah they lie 6. A 07 T ſand, 
who were the fateſt ts command. 
Thus man himſelf” ſtill undermines, 


4 blind deſtroys his own defigat,. 


or 


' For the wiftoriows here may boaſt y 


HORACE. 


An Empire when the Raler's bt. 
who now with better title may, 
Rome's Battels, or her Scepter ſway, 


Then they who her brave Champions were ? 


Princes then truly Princes are, 
when with a Parents love they ſtake 
Their perſons for i their ks ſake. 

Oh Rome ! 0h Alba! what defire 
Firſt ſet your woble breaſts on fire ? 

Or what 0 de engag d your feel, 
The blood of your Allies to ſpill ? 

'T# vitious Envy that has made 
You thu each others bounds invatle ; 
Envy the ſouls tft foul diſtuſe,' * 

That pines at others happineſs, 
Has made you this each other hate, 
Becauſe you both were fortunate» 

Thu humane glories do procure © 
The dangers which they ſhould Me 
Bare reputation will 'ſuffice' - ' © 
To make a thouſand Enemies ; 

And vertue the more bright ſhe PEPE 


Serves but to light mens dark deſtoni, = 


To give their malice aim, aid glide 
The poyſons d dart into hey 'fide ; 
"Tis emmlation animates 
The fury, and the ſpleen of States 5 
And till that emulation ceaſe 
The world will never be'«t peace. 
The (ombat wow overblown, 
But\the event not truly known. 
: he Scene will ſoon unto your eye 
Open the Tragick Hiſtory. 
T New they who may the (, onqueſt boaſt, 
when they confider what it coſt, 
Shall find the triumph they have got, 
So empty and ſo dearly Fog 
2 


That 
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That though ſucceſs Pave, ſergid thairmills | - 


Their woes have made then equal ftill 
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AQtus Quartus. .Scena Prima, 


Horace the Fathey.. © Camilla, 
Horace the © Rge me no, more Camilla, do not try 
Father, A Your int'reſt,-for this Son of Infamy ; 

Let him avoid my fightif he be wiſe, 

As baſely he mend, toon FE APITS 

To ſave the coward blood he prizes ſo :- 

He is not ſafe unleſs. he fly me too. 

Sabina may conceal him, or (by Fove)... 

The Sov'reign power-of.. the Gods above.— 
Camilla, Ah(gentle Sir)do not reſent;it WD 


Roxzze you ſhall ſee, will with a-ſmoother brow: 
Look on his noble'merit,. and at leaſt 
Excuſe his vertue by ſuch odds oppreſt. :- . 
Horace the Father. No matter.daughter what: Romescenfures are, 
A Father's int'reſt is particulae. - ' _ .. 
I know the ways true vertue does profels 
<< Numbers do ſtill ingloriouſly oppreſs. 
Her maſculine vigour ſtill maintains its heat, 
And under odds may periſh; not-retreat. 
But filence, what daes.young Yaleriwe bring * 


” 


SCena Secunda. 
Horace the- Father. Walerins." ( amills;- 


ralerimi, Sir I am hither order'd by the King. 
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To comfort, and aflure you —-_ 
Horace the Father. ;= Take no care.. 
It is an office that you both may ſpare'; 
And T had rather ſee thoſe Sons lie ſlain 
In Honours lap, then that ſurvives with ſhame. 
T wo Sons are nobly fall'n with my applauſe, 
Like men of honour in their Countries Cauſe ; 
And that will ſerve to make my ſhame the leſs. 
Palerins. But, Sir, the third is ſuch a happineſs, 
As all their ſhares may in your boſom claim. 
Horace the Father. If with himſelf he had put out my name, 
Palerins, You only frown upon his merit, 
Horace the Father. Tre, 
From me alone his puniſhment is due. 
Palerins, What in his manly condu& can you blame * 
Hoyace the Father. 1s it by flight that Souldiers purchaſe fame ?: 
Valerins. But his retreat. was glorious in this caſe. 
Horace the Father, You double my confuſion; and diſgrace. 
Sure *tis a new example, that in fight, 
Men ſeek out glory by the way of flight. 
Valerius, Where lies your wonder, or where lies your ſhame? 
To have begot a Son improves his name * 
One that for Roe has Crowns and Triumphs won ! 
What can a Father wiſh for in a Son * (applauſe, 
Horace the Father, W hat Scepters, or what Triumphs, what 
Whilſt- Rome now truckles under 4lba's Laws © 
Falerics. What makes you harp ſo upon Rome's defeat, 
___ Canyouof what is paſt, be ign'rant yet es 
Horace the Father, Was not'the Combat ended in his flight ? 
Valerins. Alba a while imagin'd ſo, but ſtreight 
She better knew what *twas for him to fly, 
Who wore upon his Sword Rewe's Deſtiny. 
Horace the Father, 1s Rome triumphant then * 
Valerius. Learn Sir to know | 
The Valour.of that Son y'ave blemiſht ſo : 
Left ſingle to diſpute it with the three, 
And thoſe all wounded, he untoucht, and free ; 
Too weak for all; too ſtrong for any one, | 
G 3 Ii: 


HORACE. 
He wiſely their united force to ſhun, 
Pretended flight to fight on better terms, 
And by that ſtratagem divides their Arms, 
They all purſue, but with ſuch diff rent ſpeed, 
As weak, and wounded, more or lefs they bleed : 
When Horace ſeeing his deſign had took, 
Faces about, and with Heroick look, 
Grown now ſecure of Conqueſt, bravely ſtays 
Him that was foremoſt in the eager chace: 
W hich prov'd your Son-in-law, who vext to ſee, 
He durſt alone diſpute it with the three , 
Vainly diſcover'd in his falling on, 
A noble courage, when his ſtrength was gone. 
Then 4/ba fearing her brave Champions fall, 
Did to the ſecond for aſſiſtance call 
Who weak attempts his haſte to animate, 
And being come, finds he is come too late : 
His Brother had e're his arrival paid 
His lifes dear tribute to the Conqueror's blade, 


Camilla, Alas ! 
Valerins, Yet panting, bravely he ſupplies 


His room, and doubles your Son's Vidtories ; 
His courage without vigour to maintain | 
The daring enterprize, prov'd weak, and vain ; 
And torevenge his Brother whilſt he tries, 
Down by his {ide he conquer'd falls, and dies. 
The rowling Orbs ring with a various cry, 
Alba for ſorrow groans, Rowe ſhouts for joy : 
When our brave Hero ready to compleat 
His triple Conqueſt, thought it was not yet 
Enough to conquer, but he would engage, 
And further whet his bold oppoſers rage. 
I here (ſaid he) have immolated the. 
- - My Brothers angry Manes to appeaſe; 
And my third adverſary (Rome) ſhall be _ 
A Sacrifice to thy concerns, and thee. . 
W hich ſaid, he flew at his ſurviving foe ; 
Nor was the conqueſt diſputable now : 


The 


The A4/bas goar'd with wounds, with mortal pain, 
Could moving hardly his own weight ſuſtain : 
1 | But as mild Viftims to the Altar go, 
And yield their necks unto the mortal blow : 
So he defenceleſs bow'd unto his fate, 
 Andin his fall ſecur'd the Roman State, 
Horace the Father. Oh my brave Son,my Joy,Honor's bright ray, 
Of a declining State the only ſtay ! 
Oh noble vertue that thy blood doſt grace ! 
Prop of thy Country ! Glory of thy Race! - 
W hen ſhall Tin thy gen'rous breaſt pour forch 
Excuſes for thoſe thoughts that wrong'd thy worth 2 
W hen ſhall my love, which now too tender grows, 
In tears of joy bathe thy victorious brows.? 
Valerius. You may do thar, Sir, in a little ſpace, 
The King will ſend him ſtrajght to your embrace ; 
W ho till the morn the Sacrifice defers, | 
Due to thoſe Pow'rs have made us Conquerors. 
To day we only doour thanks expreſs 
. | In 10 Paansfor the great ſncceſs. 
# The King now gracing your Son's Triumph, has. 
j In the mean time afforded me the grace, 
To be the man he pleaſes ro employ, 
At once to bring you news of grief, and joy: 
Nor does he think this complement enou gh, 
Unleſs to give your worth a further proof 
How he does prize it, he in perſon come, 
With his own mouth to pay the thanks of Rome. 
Horace the Father. Such thanks for me far too illaftrious are, 
And I concetve my felf already far 
Out-paid in thefe you offer me, for all 
My brave Sons Service, and my two Sons fall. 
ralerics, The King imperfe& Honours ne're beftows, 
And Rome's proud Scepter refcn'd from her Foes, 
Makes hint believe all Hononrs he can fhew, 
Much ſhort of what's to you and Horace due. 
- Flego inform him what a noble ſence 
Vertue inſpires you wath in all events z 


- 
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And how you love his Service. 


Horace the Father. That will prove - 
So fair an office as will bind my love. 


Scena Tertia. oY 


Hoyace the Father. Camilla. 


'Hoyace the Father. Daughter *tis now no time to weep, and in 
This ſhine of Honour, ſuch a ſhow's ill ſeen, 
Domeltick loſſes we unjuſtly prize, 

When they procure us publick Vicories. 
Rome triumphs over Alba, and*tis fit, 

Unto that ſingle good, all ills ſubmit, 

You in your Servant loſe a man, no more; 

A loſs that Rowe can eafily reſtore. 

After this Victory, what Reman bloud, 

Of ſuch a match will not be juſtly proud e 

I'le go inform Sabina of what's paſt, 

The news to her no doubt will bitter taſte  — 

And her three Brothers, by a Husband lain, 

Will give her juſter reaſon to complain, 

But yet I hope by gentle ways t' appeaſe 

T hoſe ſorrows, which like fluctuating Seas, 

Do often overwhelm the nobleſt mind ; 

And that her prudence with her courage joyn'd, 

Will make that gen'rous love rule in Ber heart, 

Due to the worthy Victors bravedeſert, 

Fth' interim conquer your efteminate grief, |; 
And if he come, receive our Roman Chief, \ ] 
With ſuch a conſtant brow as may declare, 
How worthy of him you his Siſter are ; 

And by your noble carriage make it good, 

That in one Womb,Heav'n form'd you of one Blood. 


 Scena 


HORACE. 


OO C2 


Camilla, Yes, by aſſured ſigns Ile make him ſee 


That vertuous Love can baffle Deſtiny , 

Nor yet thoſe tyr'nnous cruel laws. obeys 

Our froward Stars ſeat in-a Parents place, 
Unpitying Father ! on ſo juſt a ſcore 

Thou call'it my ſorrows womaniſh and poor : 

But I the more it does aflict thee, will 
Dote on his memory, more lament him Kill, 
And make that ſorrow thou condemn'ſt to riſe 
Equal to fortunes direct cruelties, | 

Did ever fortune in a few hours ſpace, 

So often vary her inconſtant face! _ 

So often kind, and cruel; good, and ill! :; : 
And ſtrook ſo often e're ſhe ſtrook to kill o;; - 
Was ever ſoul that in one day did bear _ 

Such turns of joy, and grief, of hape, and fear * 
A ſoul ſubje&ted unto more events,; - ,' +: * 
And bandied ſo with various:accidgents:. ; * 
An Oracle, a Dream, aBattel,;Neace; + . 
By turns aſſure, aſtoniſh; fright, appeaſe. 
My Nuptials are prepar'd, andiftraight my Love 
Againſt-my Bfothers: Arms, his2Arms, muſt prove : 
Both Camps abhor the choice, and ſtay their rage, 
Whom the unpitying Gods againzengage, 

Rome ſeems o'recome. and Cyuriact's hand 

From blood of mine alone remains unſtain'd, 
Was not my grief (ye. Powers) then roo ſmall, __.. 
For Rome's mi$forgupe, 2nd my, Brothers fall 
Did not my hopes flatter my innocence, 
When TI thought till ca love himng offence * 
His'death has-paid;me-home forig,,and;to that, 
The cruel way of telling me'his;fate, 
His Rival brings the news, and;tomy face 
Repeats the hateful truth of his diſgrace. 


" Appa- 


HORACE, 
Apparent joy doth on his forehead fir, 
 Pleas'd with my loſs more than Romes benefic . ; 
Whilſt building aiery hopes in his vain head, I 
He, with my Brother, triumphs o're the dead. 
But this is nothing ſtill ro what's behind, 
On this occafionI am joy enjoyn'd. 
I muſt applaud the Conqueror's deſert, 
And kiſs th' inhumane hand that gores my heart. 
It is in ſuch a deplorable caſe | 
A crime to weep, and but to ſigh diſgrace, 
Their brutiſh vertne in this ſhock of fate, 
_ Will have me fancy my ſelf fortunate. 
It is it ſeems a rule the vertuous have, | 
We muſt be barb'rous e're we can be brave. 
Degenerate then my heart, let us diſclaim 
This Father's Vertus, and this Brother's Fame. 
*Tis honourable to be counted baſe,  _ 
Where Vertae riſes by ſuch brutiſh ways. 
Break out my griefs, *tis fruitleſs to forbear ! _ 
When all's once loſt, what. have we left te fear * 
Letus this bloody Conqueror deſpiſe, 
And far fromi'ſhnnning him confront his eyes 4 
- Reproach his Vidtory, provoke his Spleen, 
And pleaſe your ſelves, by your diſpleaſing him, 
See where he comes, now let us bravely ſhow 
What to a Lover's death, chaſte Lovers'owe. 
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Horace,” ' Camilla. Proculus ; and two Soaldijers, each bearing 
| '©* ' 2 Sword of the Curiatii. 


Forace. See Siſter here the Arm thathason all 
The A4/ban Champions wresk'd our Brother's fall ; 
The Arm that with the foward Fates of Rowe 
Single has fought; vnd finsle overcome; © 
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HORACE. 


The Arm has conquer'd bs, and alone 
Betwixt twoStates ſtruck the decifton. 


| Behold the-Trophies which theſe Romans bea 
Theſe noble Enſfions of a C 
And pay the thanks thou 


queror : 
= 


The Rowan Arms with ſuch a fair ſucceſs, 
Camilla, Then take my tears, for theſe are all I owe. 


Hoyac Oo 


Such a&ions ſhonld not be rewarded fo. 


And our brave Brother's noble fall appears 
Repaid with blood enongh r' excuſe your tears. 
<< Lofles reveng'd once to be loſles ceaſe. 
Camilla, Since then appeas'd with blood, they reſt in peace, 


And will their idaths 
But who'l revenge me for 2 Lovers fall, 


T ſhall forbear to pay that Fun'tral debr, 


you have reveng'd forg 


And dry thoſe tearsI pay his Funeral ? 


Hor aces 
Camillae 


_ What ſay'ft thou wretche 
Ah my deat Carzace ! 


Horace, Impudent woman, and my bloods diſgrace, 
Does yet that name in thy remembrance live, 
And in thy heart a love for him ſurvive, 


Camilla. 


That as a publick enemy to Rome 
I tomy deathleſs Glory, have o'recome ? 
This criminal flame does to revenge aſpire ! 


S1! 


r, 


ſt thoſe Pow'rs that bleſs 


oct: 


Thy mouth proclaims th'unnatural hearts deſire ! 


Govern thy paſſion better, and be wiſe, 
Let me not bluſh to hear thy guilty ſighs. 


'Tis now high time to quench that flame, an 


d chace 


Thoſe clouds of ſorrow which obſcure thy face, 


That on my triumph it may ſmiling ſhine. 


Give me a hearr, Barbarian, then like thine, 


And fince thou wilt have me my ſoul explain, 
Reſtore my Love, or let my Paſſion reign. 
My joy, and grief, were by his Fortune led, 
Living I lov'd him, and lament him dead. 
Seek not thy Siſter where thou leftſt her laſt : 
Thy cruelty that title has defac'd. 


H 2 


HORACE. 


And having broke that bond,-I am- become 
An injur'd Lover in a Siſters room, _ 
Who, like a fury, on. thy ſteps will wait, 
To blaſt thee with reproaches for his fate. 
Obdurate Tyger. ! who forbid'ſt mine eyes 
Should pay their Tribute tohis obſequies. 
Woyld'ſt have my gongue:to flatter thee,approve, 
Boaſt, and applaud, the'flaughter. of my Love, 
And to the Mes, yhilſt;thy' exploits I-rear, 
Become a fecond time his murtherer. ? 
May miſeries conſort that life of . thine, 

Till they jnereaſe, that thou may'ſt enyy mine ;__ 
And may'ſt thou by ſome a@of. horror blot 


no 


The glory thy barbarity has got.. - 


Horace, Heav'n ! what a madneſs rages in her tongue, 


Think'ft thou I'm grown inſenfible of wrong, . 
That this affront I ſuffer.in my blood es 
Approve his death, makes for the publick: good ; 
And to his memory prefer at leaſt, 


That which thy birth owes'to Rome's intereſt, 


Camilla, Rome | thatalone does my affliction prove, 


Rome ! to whom thou haſt ſacrific'd my Love !_ 
Rome ! that firſt gave thee life ! that perfe&ly 
I hate, becauſe ſhe does ſo honour thee ! 

May all her neighbours in one cauſe conſpire, 
To ſack her Walls, and ruine her by fire, 

And if all zta/yappear too few, __ 

May Eaſt and Weſt joyn in the miſchief too, 
Far as the frozen poles may Nations come, 
O're Hills, and Seas, to ſack imperious Rowe. 
May her own Walls o'rewhelm and bury her, 
And may her own Hands her own Bowels tear :- 
May Heav'n. to whoſe wrath I votreſs am, 
Rain on her.Boſom- deluges of Flame. 

May I behold a Lightning fall fo juſt, 

Her Buildings aſhes, and her Layrels duſt. . 
May TI of Heav'ns juſtice be ſo grac't, 

To fee the. laſt of Romans breathe his laſt, . 


* 


HORACE. 


And laſtly (ye juſt Powers) I deſire 
I may be cauſe of all, and pleas'd expire, 


Horace arawing his Sword, and purſuing her. 


It is too much: Patience a while, give place ! 
Down into Hell to ſeek thy Cariace. 


- Camilla behind the Srene. 
Oh Traytor ! 
Horace, So may all offenders die 
That dare lament a Roman enemy, 


Scena Sexta. 


Horace, Prochiins... 


Proculuts What have you done ? 

Horace, An exemplary act, 
And a due juſtice for ſo foul a fa. 

Proculus, But to your Siſter this was too ſevere, . 

Horace, Never tell me how near altly'd we were. 
My Father ſcorns to own a child ſo baſe, 
Curſes her Country, and diſclaims her Race, 
All ties of Love are forfeited and gone, 
And ſhe is ſtript.of all'Relacion. . 
Her neareſt Kindred cannot but diſclaim 
A beaſt that brands her Family with ſhame. 
The prompteſt vengeance, and moſt cruel muſt, 
For ſuch a Crime as hers be ſtild moſt juſt ; 
And thoſe her impious wiſhes oyght to be . 
Stifled like Monſters in their infancy. . 


Is - | Scena 


te Se et 


rr romoyr ore meer rey wo —___ aid os dat, 
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vcena Septima, 


Horace, Sabina. Prochlus. 


Sabina, Why ſtops thy noble fury here 2 Come nigh, 
See in her Fathers arms Camilladye. 
Come glut thine eyes with the alluring ſight, 
And if thou think'ſt what's done be yet too light, 
To thy dear Rome offer the blood remains 
O'th' (uriatii in Sabina's veins. 
Never ſpare theirs, whilſt of thinewwn o free ; 
| But to Camiilla's joyn my deſtiny : 
Our crimes, as well as miſeries, are one, 
Like her my Brother's ſlaughter I bemoaa : 
Tranſgrefling more thy cruel Laws, then ſhe , 
She only wept for one, but I for three, 
To give thy fury a more juſt pretence. 
Horace, Sabina, dry your tears, or get you hence, 
Render thy ſelf Try Horatio's Wite, 
And that repure thy chaſte, and vertuous life, 
Has from mankind, as thy juſt merit won, 
And wound me not with mean compaſſion. 
If th'abfolute int'reſt of a vertnous flame 
Commands our hearts and ſouls ro be the ſame, 
It is thy part to raife thy heart to mine, 
I ought not to thy weaknefles decline, 
I love thee, and I know thy ſoul's grown ſad, 
Call in my vertne to thy frailties aid ; 
Inſtead of clouding it, my glory ſhare, 
And without ſtripping me my triumphs wear. 
Art thou ſo great a foe'nnto my fame, 
ThatT ſhould pleafe thee better clad in ſhame e 
Diſcover now the vertue of that flame 
| Thar ſeats a Husband in his ſov'reign claim 
' Above th' inferiour intereſt of blood, 
And learn by my example to be good. 


Sabinks 


%* $6 
: FIR PI" 
nw < 5 


ONE SE 


Sabina, 


Some nobler ſon! to:imitate you chooſe ; 
I blame thee not; alas ! for what I loſe: 
My thoughts are govern'd as they ought to be, 
And I do rather blame miſchance than thee. 
But I all claim to Regan Vertue quit, 
If inhumanity muſt purchaſe it ; 
Nor can Iin my own eſteem appear 
Wife unto him, who is the Conquerour : 
But that at once I ſee my ſelf again 
T he deplorable Siſter of the ſlain. 
Let us in publick, publick Conqueſts own, 
Lament domeſtick miſeries at home, 
And not regard a good derives to all, 
W hen on our ſelves peculiar miſchiefs fall. 


Why (cruel man) doſt thon thoſe Trophies wear 


_ Horace, 


Lay by thoſe Laurels when thou enter'ſt here, 
And joyn with mein tears. 
Will not this raiſe 
Thy vertues ſpleen to end my wretched days - 
Can my repeated crime not move thine ire ? 
Camills's bleſt could raiſe thy furies fire ! 
She tempted from thee, what ſhe wiſht for moſt, 
And finds below all that above ſhe loſt. 
Dear cauſe of all the woes my heart oppreſs, 
Incline to pity if thine anger ceaſe: 
One of the paſſions to thy choice propoſe, 
To ſcourge my frailty, or to end my woes, 
For Freed « by favour, or deſert I move, 
Be't an effe of Juſtice or of Love, 
It ſhall be welcome, and T'le kiſs the brand 
Performs that office from a Husband's hand. 
You are unjuſt you Gods } why do you give 
Imperious women this prerogative 
O're noble ſouls, and pleas'd fit looking on, 
W hilſt they inſult in their dominion 2 
To what a ſtrait am Treduc'd, when I 
To ſave my vertue atn-enforc'd to fly? 
Farewel, follow me not,'or dry your tears. 


wn 


o 


S$ibina: 
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HORACE: 


Sabina, Ohwrath! O pity ! deaf unto my prayr's ! 
My crime I ſee's negleQed, and my woe 
- Does in the repetition tedious grow. - 
Thus, though I tempt his ſpirit various ways, 
I can obtain nor puniſhment, nor grace : 
But once again my tears their pow'r ſhall try, 


And if that fail, by my own hand Te die, 
SONG. 


(1.) 


T He young, the fair, the chaſte, the good, 
The ſweet Camilla, 712 a flood 
Of hey own Crimſoz lies 
A bloody, bloody ſacrifice 
To Death and mars inhnmane craelties. 
weep Virgins till your ſorrow ſwells 
In tears above the Ivory Cells 
That guard thoſe Globes of light ; 
Drown, drown thoſe beauties of your eyes. 
Beauty ſhould mourn, when beauty dies 1, 
 CAnd makea general night, 
To pay her innocence its Funeral rite, 


(2) 


Death fince his Empire firſ begun, 
So . foul 4 conqueſt never won; 
Nor yet ſo fair a prize, _. 
And had be had a heart, oy eyes, 
Hey beauties would have charn# d his cruelties, 


Even Savage Beaſts will Beauty ſpare, po 


Chaft Lions fawn upon the fair; .. - 
Nor dare offend the chaſte : NS OLT 
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The miſchiefs his wild fury does, 
Humours his paſſions haſte, 


To prove ungo vers d man the greateſt beaſt, 


CHORUS. 


Rome, thou haſt bought thy T, riumph dear, 


And like a greedy purchaſer, 
Haſt laid a greater treaſure forth, 
Than Alba's fealty is worth. 


what haſt thou won, that car make good 


The two Horatii's /aviſh'd blood 2 
Or who are left fit to ſupply 

The noble Curiatii © 

You now may with confederate Arms 
Invade your Borderers in ſwarms, 


"And think like two united Seas, 


T' o reflow your neighb ring Provinces ; 
And for new Conqueſts may prepare, 
when you are weaker than you were. 

Too brave Horatio, thou hadſt wor 
Glory to have out-dar d the Sun, 

And live a Prefident in Rome 
Tovertue ages yet to come. 

But this le att of thine has throws 
So black a cloud o're thy renown, 
That future times at once muſt ſee 
Thy Valour and thy (ruelty. 

Thus as the Sun does climb the shies, 
He ſtill in brighter Beams doth riſe, 
Till in his full Meridian plac t, 

His glories thence decline as faſt g 
So:men by dangerou degrees, 
Arrin/ d at honours precipice, 
Striving ambitioaſly to get . 


To brighter flation; higher jet « © | 


1 


But vit ions man, that ſees and knows 


There 


There wanting footing for their pride, 
They :ople ets wrote : as 
And inone act do forfeit more, 
Than all they had atchjev/ d before.” 
were Love, aud Piety ſuch crimes, 
In theſe ſo celebrated times,” 
That Fury muſt in Fuſtice ſtead 
Level the mowrners with the dead ? 
Mnft charming beauty, at whoſe feet 
Valonr its conqueſts ſhould ſubmit, 
That Sex that priviledg'd ſhontd be 
Even from tWhumanity, Yo 
Th effetts of brutt|h fury _— >: 
Thy vertues ſweet Carnilla (Ai, © 
Do in thy ev ning brighter riſe ' 
To baffle humane cruelties. = 
And braveſt Heroes when they ſhall © 


Ls 


This great example of thy fall, INE 

In the worldsbrighteft Annals ſee, 

Even they themſetves ſhall empy thee. 
The end'of | the Fourth Ac. ; | 
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Actus Quintus, Scena Prima, 


a S 


Horace the Father. Horace.. 
Horace the F Et us from this ſad ſpeQacle retire, 
To ſcourge our pride, andlay our glories low, 


Heav'n ſorrow ever with opr joy combines, | 
Sows ſeeds. of frailty in.the nobleſt minds, 


Father, Heav'ns never-flee «- * wg t0 admire, 
Which,when we ſwell ts infolence, knows how. 


HOR ACE. 59 
And ſeldom does our braveſt a@tions crown, 
With anunblemifh'd and a true renown, 
Camilla did offend , nor do I wear 
Theſe clouds of ſorrow in my face for her ; 
I think my ſelf to be lamented more, 
And more than her, alas ! I thee deplore, 
I do bewail my own ftnifter fate 
To have a Daughter ſo degenerate ; 
And thee for having by misfortune dy'd 
Thy noble Sword in ſuch a Parricide. 
Not thatI do thy heat or juſtice blame, 
Yet, Icould wiſh thon hadſt eſcap'd the ſhame : 
Her crime (though worthy death) had better far 
Been ſpar'd, than thou her executioner. 
Horace, My life, and death, Sir, in your ſentence lie, 
I thought that blow due to Rowes injury : 
But if that zeal do criminal appear, 
If Teternal brands of ſhame muſt wear, 
Andif my arm be infamous become, 
With one ſole word you may pronounce my doom. 
Take back that blood which my uaworthy hand 
Has by-a coward a&'fo baſely ſtain'd. 
I could not ſuffer in your vertuous Race 
A crime that might your noble name diſgrace : 
Nor ſhould you with an over-partial eye 
Suffer this blemiſh in your Family. 
In a&s where honour ſuffers *tis diſcern'd, 
_ That ſuch a Father as you are's concern'd. 
T* excuſe ill Sons, even Fathers ſhould forbear, 
Whilſt they conceal our faults; they faulty are, 
And his own fame that Bather little moves, 
 Whoſpares that guilt his vertze diſapproves. (bear, 
Horace the Father. Fathers ſometimes from harſh extreams for- 
And often ſpare their Sons themſelves to ſpare. 
Our age leans on their youthful ſtrength;and ſpares 
Them, ſince in them we maſt be ſufferers. 
Llook-upon thee'with a diff rent eye . 
From that thou cenſur'ſt thine own vertue by : 
I 2 And 


ann ——_— 4 _ 


HORACE. 
And though thy reputation blemiſh'd ſtand, _ 
I know; —but ſee:the Guards, the King's ar hand. 


Scena Secunda. 


Tullins, Valerins.. Hoyace the Father, an d Guards,” 


Hoxace the Father, Great Sir , you do your Seryant too much 
I bluſh to ſee you in ſo-mean a place. grace, 
Permit me that in gratitude thus low, —— 
Tullins. No Father riſe, and let your merit know 
I pay-in this the leaſt of whatis due 
From vertuous Princes to ſuch men as you, 
Such ſervices pretend to all whate're 
Subjects can'merit or their Kings confer. 
Palerius word: was paſt; nor could I be _ 
Juſt ro my ſelf, till T had ſet him free. 
I heard from him; nor did I doubt befreo, 
With what a noble conſtancy you bore 
Your brave Sons deaths, and know that to a font 
So fortifi'd as yours; ſo right, and whole ; 
W har comforts I could bring would only prove 
Unneceſſary complements of Love: 
But now that Lhave heard what a ſad fate 
Does on your conqu'ring Sons brave valour wait, 


And that his zeal to th' publick cauſe has led 
His ſudden fury to commit a deed, 
Deprives you of an onely Daughter, then 
W hilft I conſider the: moſt; þtave are men, ./ -[* 
I muſt confeſs Icapnot chooſe but fear - | - 
How your great heart, {0 great a blow can bear. 
Horace the Father. Sir, with a troubled, but a patient ſence. 
Tullius, A brave effe& of. your,experience,, _ _. 
Many by living long gave learnt toknow +. 
That happineſs is but a ſtep to woe: '. - 
But few apply that knowletge to the beſt, ' - 
And moft mens yertues truckle, when oppreſt. _ 
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If in your King's compaſhon you can find 
A comfort to th' afflitions of your mind, 
Believe it great as them, and that I do 
With the ſame friendſhip love, and pity you, 


G1 


Falerins. Since, mighty Sir, into the hands of Kings 


Heav'n delegates the Law to order things, 
And that within their ſacred power lies 
Reward for vertue, puniſhment for vice : 
Permit a loyal Subject in this caſe, 

To prompt that juſtice your compaſſion ſtays, 
And ſay you ſeem this murther to forger, 
Whilſt you lament, and do not puniſh ir. 


Horace the Father. What!that Romes conquering Champion die, 


Tullim. 


And have his ſervice paid with infamy 2 
Let him ſay on, Horatio, and forbear, 

I who am to determine, ought to hear; 

And do not fear but I will do you right, 

It is at once my duty, and delight. 

When juſtice even, and unbiaſs'd flows, 

She then a Monarch for a Monarch ſhows... 

Divinity fhines round about him then, 

Above the common race of common men :. 

And that which makes me moſt commilerate 

The wretched fortune of your ſad eſtate, 

Is, to hear juſtice clamour'd on your Son, 

Who has for Roe ſo brave a ſervice done... 


Valeriuz. Permit then, juſteſt Monarch, that in me... 


All vertuous men appeal for equity... 

'Tis not, alas ! that ourrepining hearts. 

Envy thoſe honours, crown his. brave deſerts ; - 
All you can give, ſhort of his merit fall, 

His glorious actions ſhine above them all... 
Add new. and greater ſtill to thoſe before... 

We -all are willing to contribute more:.. 
But let him ſince he could obſcure his fame 
By ſuch an act of; horror, and of ſhame,  - 
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At once for merit, anda crime ſo-high, 


HORACE. 


A Vidor triumph, an Offender dye. 
Check his wild rage; and reſcue thofe remain 


Of Romes brave off-ſpring, if you mean toreign, 


Your peoples ruine, or their ſafety lies, 
Or in his Pardon, or his Sacrifice. 
Few Romans ever conld in LMlbe boaſt 


Of Aha's loſs, but they in 4/baloſt 


Some ſuch relation, as might force their eyes 
To private tears in publick Vidories, 
If ſuch a vertuous ſorrow then become 
Criminal tothe intereſt of Rome, 
If his ſucceſs oblige you to diſpence, 
And priviledge ſo great an inſolence ; 
Who will this barbarous Conquerour forbear, 
W hoſe fury would not his own Siſter ſpare ; 
Nor yet excule the forrow all approve 
Ina chaſte Virgin raviſh'd of her Love? 
Rome, though ſhe triumphs, is Horatio's ſhave, 
He has the ſovereign Pow'r to kill, or ſave ; 
Nor have we now a longer time tolive, 
Than as he's pleas'd to fentence, or forgive. 

I could to Romesconcernment add how baſe, 
Mean, and below a man, the action was ; 
I could demand to have the murther'd Maid, 
His Valours triumph, in your preſence laid: 
You then would ſee the yet warm Crimſon riſe, 
And bluſhing blame a Brother's cruelries. 
So ſad a fight no Advocate would need, 
Her Youth and Beauty would for juſtice plead : 
But I abhor in ſuch a caſe as this, 
All ways that bear a ſhew of Artifice; 
To morrow you have ſet apart to pay ; 
Your Vows to Heav'n for this victorious day : 
And can you think thoſe Deities, that bear 
Thunder t avenge the innocent ſufferer, 
Will deign r'accept of Incenſe from 4 hand - 
In a black Parricide ſo lately ſtain'd * 
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HORACP. 6 
So great a Sacriledge would draw on you 
The vengeance that to him alone is due. 
Look on him then as one whom Heav'n does hate, 
And that wherein he has been fortunate, 
Romes ſtars have more by their own influence done, 
Than by the Valour of their Champion : 
Since the ſame Gods who did his Conqueſt.crown, 
Permit him thus to blemiſh his renown ; 
And inone day, after exploits ſo high, 
To claim a Triumph, and deſerve to dye. 

This, Sir, is that. your judgment muſt decide, 
Rome here has ſuffer'd the firſt Parricide, 
The conſequence, and Heavei's diſpleaſure, are 
The things Religion teaches us to fear ; 
Preſerve your people from his inſolence, 
And appeaſe Heav'n by cens'ring his offence.. 


Tullius, Horace, make your defence, 
Horace, Sir to what end; 


Should I an a& you know ſo well defend 2 ps 
Your judgment's Law, though it pronounce me dead, 
'Gainſt Kings reſults, Offenders vainly plead, 
And the moſt innocent the Sun can ſhow, . 
When Kings conclude them criminal, are ſo. 
Nay,'tis a crime excuſe our ſelves to thoſe 
Who by their title, may our +346-% 0 26 - 


And when they cut us off we muſt believe 


It is becauſe we are unfit to live. 

Pronounce my doom then Sir, I will obey't ;- 
The life that others love, Toyght to hate : 
Nor'do Ithink Yalerixs too ſevere, 

He proſecutes his Miſtriſs murtherer. 

I do with him againſt my ſelf conſpire, 

He would my death, and 'tis my own deſire ;- 
With this diſtin&ion, that T think by that 
To keep my honour in its preſent height ; | 


| Whepeas he thinks thereby to blot that name. 


I would perpetuate to live in Fame. . 


We rarely meet occaſions, Sir, wherein 


A hearts wholeſtock of courage may be ſeen : 
Valour a&s more, or leſs, as time doth fit, 


And as occaſion ſerves or hinders it, 


And manly, or effeminate, appears 
At the diſcretion of the cenſurers. 
The common ſort, whoſe underſtandings be 


By ignorance limited to what they ſee, 


Proportion force by its effects, and gueſs 

Art Valour, as effects are more or leſs : 
Expecting vainly, that who wonders do, 

Bleſt once by Fortune, ſhould do always ſo. 
After an a&illuſtriouſly bright, | 
All that ſeem leſs darken that actions light, 
Men look we always ſhould in every place 
Perform our actions with an equal grace; 


Without conſidering in th'occaſion 


W hat could have been, or more, or better done , 
Nor ſeeing that in ations of leſs fame, 

Th occafion's leſs, the vertue ſtill the ſame. 
Great names by this injuſtice are defac'd, 

Mens firſt As honours periſh in their laſt : 

And who once reaches a ſupream renown, 

If he will hold it there, muſt there fit down. 

I (hall not boaſt what honourl have got, - - 
Your ſelf, great Sir, ſaw my three Combats fought : 
Bur *twill be hard ever again tofind _ 

An opportunity of ſuch a kind, 
To crown my Valours worth with a ſucceſs 
That mutt not after theſe exploits go leſs. 
So that to give my Fame immortal breath, 

I have no way, but by immediate death. 

I ſhould have dy'd before, nor liv'd ſo long ;. 


| Tveliv'd already to my Glory's wrong. 


A man like me perceives his name decays, 
When but in danger of the leaſt diſgrace ; 

And my own hand e're this had clear'd the doubt, 
But my blood's yours, and dare not ſally out, 


With- 
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HORACE 65 


Without yourleave : Sir, your allowance-muft 
Precede that a&tion, elſe it were unjuſt, 
Rome Wants no generous Warriors,there are thoſe, 


WhenT am gone, will fight her braveſt foes 
As well as I have done, and pluck freſh boughs 
Of greener Laurel to adorn her brows. 

Then with an uſeleſs man (great Sir) diſpence, 
And if my a&s deſerve a recompence, 
Let this be it, that with this conqu'ring Arm, 
Still with the vigour of late a@ion warm, 

I ſacrifice my ſelf to my own fame, 
Without a mention of my Siſters name. 


Scena Tertia, 


Tullins. FValerins. Horace the Father. Horace, Sabina 


and Julia. 


Sabine, Oh hear her Sir, in whoſe afflicted mind 


A Wifes and Siſters ſorrows are combin'd ; 
W ho deſolate at your ſacred feet, in tears 
Laments her Race, and for her Husband fears. 


- Not that I would by Artifice withdraw 


A guilty man from the offended Law ; 
Uſe him like one, maugre his Victories, 
But the brave Criminal in me chaſtiſe. 
Let my unhappy blood his forfeit pay, 
The Victim's ſtill the ſame,nor can you ſay 
Your juſtice is by pity overcome, 


Whilſt I his dearer part, abide your doom. 
His matchleſs love makes it appear he lives 


In his own perſon leſs, than in his Wives: 
And he, if I be ſacrific'd, thereby 


A ſadder death, than in himſelf, ſhall dye. 


The death Ibeg, and which T muſt obtain, 
Will finiſhmine, but aggravate his pain. 


K Behold 


Behold Sir, here th' exceſles of my woe; 

And the ſad ſtate my life's reduc't unto. 

How can I without horror e're embrace 

A man whoſe Sword has murther'd all my race ; 
And without wickedneſs a Husband hate, 

For his brave Service to his Prince and State * 
By death, then Sir, preſerve me from the Crime 
Either of loving, or not loving him. ; 
In this extremity I ſhall embrace 

The heavieſt ſentence for the greateſt grate. 

T ſoon, alas-! with this weak arm could do 

The thing for which Ido ſo humbly ſae: 

But Death will be more welcome, if thereby 

I may redeem my Husbands infamy : 

If by my blood I may thoſe Deities, 
His ſevere vertue may have mov'd, appeaſe, 
Atone Camilla's angry Ghoſt, and ſave + 

To Rowe a man ſo fortunate and brave, 


Horace the Father ſpeaking to the King. 


I that defence Sir then'muſt undertake, -- 
My Son and Daughter unconcern'd forſake ; 
They with Yalerius fide, and are all three 
Combin'd together in conſpiracy 
Againſt that little blood does yet remain 
From War and Ruine, toreſtore my name. 


Speaking to Sabina. 


Thon who by fruitleſs ſorrows, which oppoſe 
The duty that a Wife the Husband owes, 
Thy Husband wonld'ſ forſake, and deſperate, 
Accompany thy Brothers in their Fate: 
Go rather, and conſult their generous Ghoſts ; 
'Tis true, their lives by Horace hand they loſt : 
But *twas in M/ba's quarrel that they dy'd, 
And they in that are fully ſatisfi'd, 
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 HOR ACE. 
Since Heay'n deſtin'd Alba for a ſlave, 
(If there remain remembrance in the Grave) 
They leſs repine at their miſhap and wounds, 
Being the glory unto us redounds, 
Thy frantick ſorrow they will all diſclaim, 


. Thy ſighs, and tears, will diſapprove, and blame, 


And will condemn the horror thou putſt on, 
For ſuch a Husband has ſo bravely done. 
Sabina be their Siſter, try your tears, 

And do your duty, as they have done theirs. 


Speaking to the King. 


valerins animates himſelf in vain, 
Againſt this noble Hero to complain. 


_ A ſudden paſſion inthe courſe of time 


Was never yet reputed for a Crime z 

Rather than puniſhment, it merits praiſe 

W hen vertue does that ſudden paſſion raiſe, 
To loye even to Idolatry our foes, 

And curſe our Country for their oyerthrows: 


Theſe are call'd Crimes, theſe the offences were, 


He could not even in his Siſter ſpare, 

His love to Rome, and her concerns alone 
Prompted his hand to execution, 
Had not his Countries love tempted his ſpleen, 
He at this inſtant innocent had been. | 
How ſtrangely dolI talk ! what was't I meant 
To ſay he had been ; he is innocent : 

Or Sir, I had with my own hand e're this 
Puniſh'd:the forfeit, had he done amils ; 
I ſhould have made the ſovereign pow'r known. 
That Nature gives a Father o're his Son, 

vir, I love honour, nor can brook diſgrace, 
Much leſs a Crime gnpuniſh'd in my Race. .\ 


[pointing to Valerius. 


K 2 


Of 


What Scene is proper for his Tragedy? 


HORACE. 


Of which I only ſhall his witneſs need, 
He can reſolve you what my rage decreed, 
When (ign'rant yet of one half of the fight) 
I TLOUERt Rome ruin'd in his ſhameful flight. 
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I wonder who bids him buſfte his cares 

About my private Family-affairs? 

I wonder whence the priviledge he draws, 

Without my leave to plead my Daughters cauſe * 3 
Or by what right does he an int'reſt claim, | j 
W here I her Father unoffended am? | 
But *tis objected as a politick care, | L 
That athers may the like misfortune ſhare. 
Sir, we are only jealous of the ſhame - : 
That in particular concerns our name z 


And letting others infamies alone, 2 
Do only baſh at thoſe which are our. own. 


Turning to Valerius. 


Thon may'ſt yalerizs weep before his face, 
He's only angry at the Crimes on's Race: _ * 
None, ſave thoſe of his blood, can blaſt thoſe boughs, 
Of living Laurel that adorn his-brows, 

Ye ſacred wreaths, that Envy wiſhes dead, 

You, who from thunder have ſecur'd his head; 
Will you that ſacred head abandon now, 
Unto a deſpicable Hangman's blow ? 

Will ye, O Romans, on a day like this, 

See and permit the bloody Sacrifice 

Of that victorious Champion ; but for whom, 
And his brave Valour, Rome had been no Rome ? 
And ſuffer here a Roman to defame PIES: 
With accuſations his illuſtrious name ! 
Valerima ſay, where would'ſtthou have him dye, 


Within theſe Walls, where ſtill the people raiſe. 
High Acclamations to his Valours praiſe * 
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HORACE. 
Or in the Camp yet fuming with a flood 
Of the late conquer'd Cariatiis blood 
Orelſe amongſt the 4/54» Heroes Tombs 2... 
Sure that place worſt the Tragedy becomes. 
That honourable Field that witneſſes 


All things oppoſe, and all men diſapprove. 
The vain attempts of thy unjuſter Love, 
That would with blood ſo Roma, and ſo pure, 
The glory of ſo bright a day obſcure. . 
Alba her ſelf that objet cannot ſee, 

And Rome with tears will ſtay that Tragedy. . 


Speaking to the King, 


But Sir, your juſtice will prevent that doom... 
You underf}and the interefts of Rowe. 

W hat he has done he yet may do again, 
And once more may her liberty maintain; . 
Give nothing to-my Age, Sir, in this caſe. 
To day FFatherof; four Children was, 


Of which three in Rzz#&$.Quarrels buried are, 


One I have left, reſerye him; Sir, for her. 
Rob not this City: by his Sacrifice 

Of that defence which in his Valour lies ; 
And give me: your permiſſion, that I may 


Direct to him, what I have left to ſay. 


' Speaking to Horace. . 


Horatio do not-think the-cemmon bruit . 


Canraiſe, or leſſen a brave man's repute, 
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HORACE. 

The-rabble ever do delight in noiſe, 

But in a trice, change their inconſtant voice: 

And the renown they give us bears no date, 

But periſhes as illegitimate. 

It is for Kings, great ones, for ſouls that are 

Advanc'd above the common pitch by far, 

To cenſare vertue. to diſcern, and know 

The noble ſpirits from the mean and low, 

From them alone a true renown proceeds, 

And they alone record illuſtrious deeds, 

Do always like thy ſelf, thy glory then 

Shall live, and flouriſh amongſt worthy men ; 

Although a leſs occaſion may perchance 

Abuſe Forr-Gybrod vulgar ignorance. 

Abhor thy life no more, butlive, at leaſt 

For mine, thy Kings, and Countries intereſt, 

Live, Romes Oppoſers bravely to oppole, 

And fight her Battels with the braveſt foes. 
Sir, I have ſaid too much, though the affair 

May.well excuſe a Father in his care. 

I have pronounc'd the general ſence of Rozze, 

And now expecting ſtay your final'doom, 


Palerins, Sir give me leave}-—— 
Tullins, Valerizs no more, 


I yet retain all you have ſaid before, 

And haveconfider'd evety circumſtance,  -- 

Reaſonz and word, that ſerves to'prove th' offence. 
This blosdy fa& committed in deſpight 

Of Law, and Juſtice, almoſt inour fight, © - 

Violates Nature, nay doth higher rife,” | ©: 

With humane rage to wound the Deities z © 

And ſudden paffionsthat ſach'ctimes produce, 

For fa&s like this, are but-a weak excuſe; ' -* 

Our moſt indulgent Laws herein ſpeak high, 

And by their cenſure he deſerves to die. 

If by another way, and leſs ſeyere, 

We do conſider the offender here , 
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His crime, though inexcuſable, proceeds 

From the ſame Sword and Arm have done thoſe deeds; 
By whoſe effets Rome bravely overcame, 

AndIa King of two great people am. 

The double Crown on Roms Imperial Head, 

In favour of his life does highly plead : 

But for his Valour, I who now do ſway 

A two-fold Scepter, had been forc'd t'obey ; 
And where I fit a double Monarch Crown'd, 
Had been a Captive made, ſubdu'd, and bound.. 
Many good Subjects in their Countries Wars 


' Can only ſerve their Princes by their pray'rs. 


All men may love their Kings, but every one 
Cannot ſecure their States as he has done. 


| Theart, and power to eſtabliſh Thrones, 


Are vertues Heaven gives few private ones. 
Such Servants are the Nerves, and ſtrength of Kings, 
The Props of Kingdoms, and the glorious things 
They do and ſuffer in their Countries Cauſe, 
Seats them above the cenſure of the Laws. 
Let them be filent then, and here let Rome 
Forbear to utter an ungrateful doom 
On an offence ſhe ſaw before, when yet 
She had no name, her Romnlus commit ; 
In her Deliverer ſhe-may forbear 
The fault ſhe could: in her raſh Founder ſpare. 
Live then brave Souldier, ſpirit too ſublime, 
Thy vertue ſets thy glory *bove thy Crime. 
Since generoſity th' offence did make, 
TH' effect we pardon for the cauſes ſake. 
Live to thy Countries nobleſt, braveſt ends 3 
But I muſt have you and Palerizs friends; 
And in a friendſhip ſuch as ſhall permit 
Fury, nor malice to extinguiſh it. 
And whetherlove, or obligation were 
The motives made him proſecute you here, 
Of what is paſt nomemory retain, 
But reconcile him to your love again. 


HORACE. 
JOR ACE. 


And ſweet Sabina, let your great heart chaſe 
Theſe marks of frailty from your lovely face, 
You can their Siſter you lamentexpreſs 
In nothing mere, than in lamenting leſs, { 
But we to morrow ſet apart to pay 
Thanks to the Gods bor this viRorious day ; 
And Heaven would with an averted face : 
Receive our Vows, and would withdraw. his grace, g 
Should not our Prieſts e're we begin, take care 
To.purifie th' unhappy Conqueror. 
Be that his Fathers task, he may with eaſe © 
At the ſame time Camilla's Ghoſt appeaſe. | : 
I pity her, and wiſh her ſoul may have 
W hat ſatisfaQion can be in the Grave: 
Since in one day, one zeal's ungovern'd heat 
Did her brave Lovers, and her Fate compleat. R 
The day that ſaw them dye, e're hence he goes 
Shall ſee one Monument their Corps encloſe, 


The King riſes, and all follow him except Julia, 


- Scena Quarta. 


Julia, Heav'n ſweet Camilla did foretell, 
The Tragical event drew nigh.; 
7 But did the ſecret part conceal, 
From the moſt piercing-Judgment's eye : 
It ſeem'd to ſpeak of Nuptial Joys, 
It ſeem'dto ſooth thy innocence, i 
And did thy Death the while diſguiſe, W 
Deluding our intelligence. 


« Alba azd Rome to morrow ſhall ſurceaſe 3 
<« Their Fars,thy Vows are heard,they ſhall have peace, B 
© Azxd thou be joyn'd to Curiace in a tie, | 
«© Newer to be difſoly'd by Deſtiny, 
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( , ) 
T Tow frailty makes us to our wrong 
Fear, and be both to dye, 
when Life i only dying long 
And Death the remedy ! 


« Weſbun eternity, 


| And ſtill would grovel here beneath, 


Though ſtill is woe and fprife, 
when Life s the path that leads to Death, 
And Death the door to Life. 


(2.) 


The Fear of Death is the diſeaſe 
Makes the poor patient ſmart ; 
Vain apprehenfins often freeze | 
The witals in the heart, 
without the dreaded Dart. 
when fury rides on pointed ſteel 
Deaths fear the heart doth ſeize, 
. whilſt in that very fear we {eel 
A greater ſting than hu. 


T's) 


But chafte Camilla's wertuous fear 
Wa of a nobler kind, 


' Not of her end approaching near © 


But to be left behind, 
From her dear Love disjoyw'd ; 
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when Death in conrtefie decreed, 
To make the fair his prize, 

And by one cruelty her freed . 
From humane cruelties, 


Thus Heav'n does his will diſgniſe, 

To ſcourge our curioſities, o 

when too inquiſitive we grow 

Of what we are forbid to know. 
Fond humane nature that will try 

To ſound th Abiſs of Deſtiny ! 

Alas ! what profit can ariſe. 

From thoſe forbidden ſcrutiwies, - 

when Oracles what they foretel 

In ſuch eAEnigma's ſtill conceal, 


That ſelf indulging man flill makes 


Of deepeſt truths moſt ſad miſtakes ? - 


Or could-our frailty comprehend 

The reach thoſe ridales do tnteud ; © 
what boots it ua when we have done, 
To foreſee ills we cannot ſbun® 

But "tis 113 M47 4 Vains prefence, 

To know or propheſie events, 
which only execute , awd move, 

By a dependence from aboue. 

'Tis all impoſture to.deceive 
The fooliſh and inquifitive, .. . 
Since none foreſee what ſhell befal, 
But Providence that governs ahl.! 


Reaſon wherewith kind Heav n has Uh 


His creature man ahove the reſt, ' © 
will teach humanity to know _._ 
All that it ſhould aſpire anto 3... 
And whatſoever fool relies, + © 

on falſe deceiving propheſiess 
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Striving by condutt to evade 

The harms they threaten, or perſwade, 
Too frequently himſelf does run 

Into the danger he would ſhun, 

. And pulls upon himſelf the woe 

BY Fate meant he ſhould much later know. 


g 1 By ſuch delufions vertne ſtrays 
- Out of thoſe honorable ways 


"That lead unto that glorious end, 
© , To which the noble ever bend, 
' Whereas if vertne were the guide, 
Mens minds would then be fortifs d 
With conſtancy, that would declare 
Againſt Jopineneſ and deſpair. 
we ſhould events with patience wait, 
 Cnd nor deſpiſe, nor fo our Fate. 


The end of the Fifth and laſt Ad. 
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when Death in conrteſie decreed, 
To make the fair his prize, 

And by one cruelty her freed . 
From humane cruelties, 


CHORUS. 


Thi Heav'n does his will diſeniſe, 
To ſcourge our curioſities, Z 
when too inquiſitive we grow 
Of what we are forbid t0 know. 
Fond humane nature that will try 
To ſound th Abiſs of Deſtiny ? 
Alas ! what profit can ariſe 
From thoſe forbidden ſcrutawies, - 
when Oracles what they foretel 
In ſuch eAEnigma's ſtill conceal, 
That ſelf-induleing man ſtill makes 
Of deepeſt truths moſt ſad miſtakes ? 
Or could-our frailty comprehend 
The reach thoſe ridales do inteud; © 
what boots it us when we have done, 
To foreſee ills we cannot ſbun* 
But tis in man a vain pretence, 
To know or propheſie events, 
which only execute , awd move, 
By a dependence from above. 
"Tis all impoſture to deceive 
The fooliſh and ing Ri, RE 
Since none foreſee what ſhall befal, 
But Providence that governs.aN. 
Reaſon wherewith kind Heav n has ble 
Hu creature man ahove the reſt, ; 
will teach humanity to know . . t_ 
All that it ſhould aſpire wntos. 
And whatſoever fool relies, + 
On falſe deceiving propheſiess, 
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Striving by condutf to evade 
The harms they threaten, or perſwade, 
Too frequently himſelf does run 
Into the danger he wonid ſhun, 
. And pulls upon himſelf the woe 
So Fate meant he ſhould much later know. 
's By ſuch delufions wertne ſtrays 
Ont of theſe honorable ways 
" That lead unto that glorious end, 
. To which the noble ever bend, 
' Whereas if vertue were the guide, 
Mens minds would then be fortifi' a 
With conſtancy, that would declare 
Againſt Jopineneſs and deſpair. 
we ſhould events with patience wait, 
 Cind rr deſpiſe, wor r.ou our Fate. 


The end of the Fifth and laſt A@. 


ha oy Brome | an She dreattfs 1 Fi re In 
| London. 


7 HE Hiſtory of hit Life of the Duke of FPermen the 


oreat Favourite" of Frarce z wherein the Hiſtory of 
France is continued from 1598. where D Avila leaves off down 
To our times, 1642. in folio, price 16s. | 
Scarronnides,or Virgil Traveſtie, a Mock-Poem on the firſt and 
4th. Book of Virgil in Engliſh Burleſque : ' price I $. 6. d, Both 
by Charles Cotton Eſquire. E 


Elvira, a Comedy, or the worſt not always true: by the 
Earlot Briſtol: prite 18. 


Mr. Simpſons Diviſion Viol: in folio, price $5. 


His Compendium of Practical Mulick, oavo , price : 
bound 2 5s. 


Eraſmm Colloquies in Engliſh : price 5 5. 


A Treatiſe wherein is demonſtrated, that the Church and 
State of Empland are in equal danger, with the Trade: in quare- 
tO: price 15.6 d, By Roger Coke Eſquire. 
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Bromes Songs and Poems, in otavo : price 3s. 


His Tranflation of Horace, with other worthy Perſons: 
Price 45. 


The Gentleman Apethecary, being a late and true my 
turned out of French: price6d. 
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